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| To the Right Honourable 
Henry Farl of Arundel, and Lord Mowbray. 
MT LORD, 
7 Is long that I have with great impatience waited 
| | ſome opportunity to declare my infinite Reſpe& 
to your Lordſhip ; coming, I may lay, into the*# 
World with a Veneration for your [lluſtrious #' 
Family, and being brought up with continual Praiſes of the © 
Renowned Actions of your glorious Anceſtors, both in War * 
and Peace , fo famous oyer the Chriſtian World for their 
Vertue,Piety,and Learning, their elevated Birth, and greatneſs 
of Courage, and of whom all our Engliſh Hiſtory are full of 
the Wonders of their Lives: A Family of ſo ancienc Nobili- 
ty, and from whom ſo many Hero's have proceeded to bleſs 
and ſerve their King and Country, that all Ages and all Na .' 
tions mention 'em even with Adoration. My ſelf have been 
in this our Age an Eye and EFar-witneſls, with what Tranf |. 
ports of Joy, with what unuſual Reſpect and Ceremony, a- 
bove what we pay to Mankind, the very Name of the Great 
Howard's of Norfolk and Arundel, have been celebrated on 
Forein Shores ! And when any one of your Illuſtrious Fa- 
mily have paſsd the Streets , the People throng 'd to praiſe 
and bleſs him, as ſoon as his Name has been made known to 
the glad Croud. This I have ſeen with a Joy that became a 
true Engliſh heart, ( who truly venerate its brave Country- 
men)and joyn'd my dutitul Reſpects and Praiſes with the moſt 
devout ; but never had the happineſs yet of any opportuni- 
p; ro expreſs particularly that Admiration I have and ever had 
r your Lordthip and your Great Family. Scill, I fay, I did 
| A 2 admire 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

admire you, ftill I wiſht and pray'd for you ; 'twas all Icou'd 
or durſt : But as my Eſteem tor your Lordſhip dayly in- 
creasd with my Judgment,{o nothing cou'd bring it to a more 
abſolute height and perfeCtion, than to obſerve in theſe trou- 
bleſome times, this Age of Lying, Peaching, and Swearing, 
with what noble Prudence, what ſteadine(ſs of Mind, - what 
Loyalty and Condu& you have evaded the Snare, that 'twas 
to be fear'd was laid for all the Good, the Brave, and Loyal, 
for all that truly lov'd our beſt of Kings and this diſtracted 
Country. A thouſand times have, wept for fear that Impu- 
dence and Malice wou'd extend {o far as to ſtain your Noble 
and ever-Loyal Family with its unavoidable Imputations ; and 
as often for joy, to ſee how undauntedly both the Iluſtrious 
Duke your Father, and your felt, ſtem'd the raging Torrenc 
that threatned, with yours, the rune of the King and King- 
dom; all which had not power to ſhake your Conſtancy or 
Loyalty : for which, may Heaven and Earth reward and bleſs 
you ;. the noble Examples to thouſands of failing hearts,who 
from ſo great a Preſident of Loyalty,became contirmd. May 
Heaven and Earth bleſs you tor your pious and reſolute bra- 
very of Mind,and heroick Honeſty,when you cry'd, Not guilty ; 
that you durſt,like your great ſelf, ſpeak Conſcientious Truths 
in a. Junco ſo vitious, when Truth and Innocence was crimi- 
-nal : and I doubt not but the Soul of that great Sufferer bows 
down from Heaven in gratitude for that noble ſervice done it. 
All theſe and a thouſand marks you give of dayly grow- 
mg Greatneſs; every day produces to-thoſe hke me, cur 
ous to. learn the Story of your Lite and Actions, ſomething 
that even adds a Luſtre to your -great Name , which one 
wou'd think cou'd be made no more ſplendid : fome new 


Goodneſs, ſome new at of Loyalty or Courage, comes out 
to, 


: The Epiſtle Dedjcatory. 
to cheergheWorkd and thoſe that admire you. © Nor Wotw'd' 
I be the'laſt of thole that dayly congratulate and celebrate 
your riſing Glory ; nor durſt I any other way approach you 
with it, but this humble one, which carries ſome Excuſe along 
with 1t. 

Proud of the opportunity then, I moſt humbly beg your 
Lord(hips Patronage of a Comedy, which has nothing to de- 
fend it, but the Honour it begs; and nothing to deſerve that 
Honour, but its being m every part true Tory ! Loyal all- 
over ! except one Knave, which hope no body will take to- 
himſelf ; or if he do, I muſt cen fay, with Hamlet, 


—<Then let the firucken Deer go weep---— 


It has the luck to be well receiv'd in the Town ; which ( nor from my 
Vanity ) pleaſes me, but that thereby I find Honeity Deg1ns to come in 
faſhion again , when Loyalty is approv'd, and Whigiſm becomes a Jeſt 
where'er 'tis met with. And no doubr on't, ſo long as the Royal Cauſe 
has ſuch Patrons as your Lordſhip,ſuch'vigorous and noble Supporters,his: 
Majeſty will be great, ſecure and quiet, the Nation flouriſhing and happy, 
and ſeditious Fools and Knaves that have fo long diſturb'd the-Peace and: 
Tranquility of the World, will become the buſineſs and ſport of Comedy, 
and at laſt the ſcorn of that Rabble that fondly and bliadly worſhipt "em ; 
and whom nothing can ſo well convince as plain Demonſtgation, which is. 
ever more powertul and prevailent than Precept, or even MR 
ſelf. If this have edifi'd effeCtual, *tisall I with ; and that your Lordihip- 
will be pleas'd to accept the humble Offering, is all I beg, and the axeateld 
Glory I care ſhou'd be done, ' 


MY LORD, 


Tour Lordſhips moſt Flumble 
and molt Obedient Servant; 
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Written by Mr. Otway. 
SPOKEN by Mrs. Baxxr. 


OW wain have prov/d'the Labours of the Stage, 
In ſtriving to reclaim a vitious Age | 
Poets may write the Miſchief to impeach, 
Ton care as little what the Poets teach, 
As you regard at Church what Parſons preach. 
But where ſuch Follies and ſuch Vices reign, 
That honeſt Pen has patience to refrain ? 
At Church, in Pews, ye moſt dewoutly ſnore, 
And here, got dully drank, ye come to-roar ; 
Te go to Church to glout, and Ogle there, 
And come to meet more lewd convenient here : 
| With equal Zeal ye honour either place, 
"And run ſo very evenly your , Race, 
T'improve in Wit ju$t as you do in Grace. 
It nut be fo, ſome Demon has poſſeſt 
Our Land, and we have never ſince been bleſt. 
T' have ſeen it all, or heard of its Renown, 
In reverend ſhape it ftalkd about the Town, 
Six Teomen tall attending on its frown. 
Sometimes with humble note and zealous lore, 
'Twou'd play the Apoſtolick FunGlion over : 


But, Heav'n have mercy on us when it ſwore. 


Y "PROLOGUE. 
Whene'er'it ſwore, to prove the Oaths were true, lor 
Ont of ts month wt raudom Halters flew 
Round ſome nnwdry neck,, by Magick thrown, 
Though ftill the cunning Devil ſaw'd its own - 

For when tbe tuchantwtvent could no longer laft, 

The ſubtile Pug; not dexterouſly unca$?, 

Left awful form for one"more ſeeming pions, 

And in a moment-wary to defie us : 
Froni ſilken: DoFiir, home-fpun Ananias, 

Left the lewd Court, and did in City fix, 
IWhere: ftill by its old Arts it plays new. Tricks, @ 
And fills:the heads of Fools with Politicks. 

This Demon lately drew in many a Oneff, 

To part with-ealows Guinny for----no Feaft. 

Who, but the mo$t incorrigible Fops, 

For ever doow'd in diſmal Cells, call'd Shops, 

To cheat and damn thenyſelves to get their Livings, 
Word lay ſweet Money out in Sham-Thankggivings ? 
ESham-Plots you may bave paid for o'er and over ; 
But who ere paid for a Sham-Treat before ? 

ad you not better ſent your Offerings all, 

ither tows, than Sequeſtrators. Hall ? 

being your Steward, Juſtice had been done ye; 
cond have entertaind you worth your Money. . 


ACTORS) NAMES. 

Mr. Nokes, Sw Thy Treat-all, . An old ſeditious Knight 
that keeps open houſe 
tor Commonwealths- 
men and . trae blue 
Proteſtants. << He is 

| Uncle to Tom Wilding. 

Mr. Betterton, Tom Wilding, 4 | TS diſcarded 

Mr. Lee, Sir Anthony ES An old 'Tory: Knight of 

Devonſbive. A 

Mr. Williams, Sir ry way Meriwilh, Fits Nephew, a'FTory al- 

y - loi m-love-with Lady 
+ "Onllizedd) _ Tri_ns 
Mr. Boman, Dreſſwell, - A young Obnthinaks 
Wet i» Briend to Wilding, 


Mr. Jevon, - Fopnghn, þ ' ”_ " A — on- Wild- 
Jerviee, Mrs Sir Limo, 
'Fooguen; Muſiety Ge. 


Ars. Barry, Lady © na oy "ix $56h"0 Wig in 
| tis +. love with ilding. 
Mrs. Butler, C barlot. | | The Giry-Heiref © 
| love with Wilding. 
Mrs. Corror, Diana, +: Miſtriſs to Wilding, and 
Mn kept by him. 
Mez. Norice, Mrs. Clacket, ACity-Bawd & Puritan. 
Ars. Lec, Mre. Cloſet, Woman to La.Galliard. 


SCENE, Within the Walls of London, 


CITY-HEIRESS: 


Sir Timothy Treat-all 


A C T the Firſt. —— 
SCENE the Firlt, The Street. 


Enter Sir Tixaothy Treat-all, followed by Tom Wilding, bare , Sir Charles Meriwill, Fi 


y 


pington, and Footman with a Cloaky | 
Sir Tim. Rouble me no more : for | am reſolv'd, deaf and obdurate, 
ſce, and (otorth. , rt 


Wild. 1 beſeech ye, Uncle, hear me. . 
Sir Tim. No. 2 
1 Wild. Dear Uncle---- Sir Tim, No. 
oy Wild. You will be mortifi'd--»- Sir Tim, No. 
Wild. At leaſt hear me out, Sir. W 
1 Sir Th. No, I have heard you out too often, Sir, till you have talkt me out of 


a fair thouſand, have had ye out of all the Bayliffs, Serjeants, and Conſtablesclut 
bout Town, Sir z have brought ye out of all the Surgeons, Apothecaries, and Þ 
Dc@ors hands, that ever pretended to cure incurable Diſealcs 3 and have crolt ye ou 
the Books of all the Mercers, Silk-men, Exchange-men, Ta: lors, Shoemakers, and $ 
ſtriſſes 3 with all the reſt of the unconſcionable City-tribe ot the long Bill, that had” 
Faith enough to truſt, and thought me Fool enough to pay. 
Sir Char. But, Sir, conſider, he's your own Fleſh and Bloud. 
- ' Six Tim, That's more than I'll ſwear. 
Sir Char. Your .onely Heir. 
Sir Tim. That's more than you or any of his wiſe Aſlociates can t-!l, Sir. 


3 ve City- : or, Sir Timothy Treats 


'  Sir-Gbar,. Why- his wiſe. Aﬀaciates.? bave you any exception _to the Company he 

keeps? This.reflects,on me and young, Drefſwell, Sir, men both of Birth and Fortune, © 
Sir Tim. Why, gbod Sir Charles Meriwill, let me tell you, fince you'll have ir oar, 

That you and young Dreſſwell are able to debauch, deſtroy, and contound all the young 
imitating Fops in Town. ; 

> Sir Char. How, Sir! 

| Sir Tim, Nay, never huff, Sir; for I have fix thouſand pound-a year, and value no 

| man : Neither do I ſpeak-ſo much for your particular, as for the Company you keep, ſuch 

{+ Tarmagant Tories as theſe, | to Foping. ] who are the very Vermine of a young Heir, 

and for one Tickling give him a thouſand Bites. 

Fop. Death ! meaning me, Sir? | 

\ Sia Tim. Yes, you, Sir, Nay, gever (tare, Six I fear you not.: no mans hectoring 
\ſighihes chis----y the City, but the Coniable's 3, no body dares be ſawey here, cxceptar 
be in the Kinfgs name. | 

Sir Char. Sir, I confeſs he was to blame. 

Sir Tim. Sir Charles, thanks to Heaven, you may be lewd, you have a plentiful Eſtate, 
may whore, drink, game, and play the Devil; your Uncle Sir Anthony Meriwill intends to 
zive you all his Eſtate too : Pit for ſuch Sparks as this, and my Fop in fathion here, 
#ly with what Face, Conſcience, or Religion. can they be lewd and vitious, keep their 
WVenches, Coaches, rich Liverics, and. ſo forth, who live upon Charity, and the Sins of 
he Nation ? 

Sir Char. It hehave Youthful Vices, he has Vertues too. 

Sir Tim, Yes, he had 3 but | know not, you haye bewitcht him amongſt ye [ weeping. ] 
fore he fell to Toryiſm, he was a ſober civil Youth), and had fome Religion in him, 


/ou'd read ye Prayers night and morning with a laudable voice, and cry Amen to 'em 3 
wou'd have done ones heart good to have heard him : ---- Wore decent Cloaths; was 
runk but upon Faſting-nights, and {wore but on'Sundays and Holy-days : and then I 


id hopes of him. [ Still weeping. 


Wild. Aye, Heaven forgive me. 
Sir Char. Bat, Sir, he's now become a'new man , is catting off all his Women , is 


unk not above hve or fix times a week, (wears not above once in a quarter of an hous, 
Yr has not gam'd this two days. --— | 
Sir Tim, "Twas becauſe the Devil was in's Pocket then, 
Sir Char. ----Begins to take up at Coftce. houſes, talks gravely in the. City, ſpeaks 
indalouſty of the Government, and rails moſt abominably againlt. the Pope and the 
ench King, 
Sir Tim, ,"h aye, this ſhall not wheedle me out of one Engliſh Guinry ;, and (oI told 
n yeltcrday. 
11d. Youdid (o, Sir, 
Fir Tim, Yes by a good token you were witty upon me , and {wore Ilov'd and ho- 
ir'd the King nowhere but on his Coin, 
| dzy Char, Is it pothble, Sir ? 
Y11d. God torgive me, Sir , I confeſs I was alittle;overtaken, 
ir Tim, Aye, (0 it thou'd fecm : for he miltook his own Chamber, and went to bed to 
Maids. 


"ir Char. How! to bed to your Maids ! Sure, Sir, *tis ſcandal on him, 
Sir 


® o 


LES” X. FT "y , by, + 
_ - Sir Tim. No, no, he m: s his brags 'Boaſt 
Well SY the days of old Ol, heby a wholſome Adt;-mate it death'ts 
boaſt; fo that then'# man _——— no body the wiſer, 1c 


DIIOIELEER1 | 
ov, Sir, "6h that crying fin of Boaſting ! 


- . 


Sir Char. Right, Sir,, and then the men paſs'd for (ober- religious perſoris; andthe 
women for as demire Saints. 0177/8 287! 27 BUT Nt 1 A IX. 

Sir Tim. Aye, then there was no ſcandal 3 but now they do not onely boaſt what 
they do, but what they do not, 

Wild. I'll take-care that fault ſhall be mended, Sir. 

Sir Tim, Aye, (0 will l, if Poverty have any feats of Mortification ; and fo farewel 


to you, Sir. [ going. | | 
Wild. Stay, Sir, arc you reſolved to be fo cruel then, and ruine all my Fortunes 
now depending, ? 


Sir Tim. Moſt religiouſly---- 

Wild. You are ? 

Sir Tim. | am. 

Wild. Death, I'll rob. 

Sir Tim. Do and be hang'd. 

Wild. Nay, I'll turn Papiſt. 

Sir Tim. Do and be damn'd. 

Sir Char. Blefs me, Sir, what a (candal would that be to the Family of the.Treat- 
alls ! bo 
Sir Tim. Hum ' I had rather indeed he turn'd Turk or Jew, for his own fake; 

but as for ſcandalizing me, I defie it : my Integrity has been known ever fince Forty 
One z I bought three thouſand a year in Biſhops Lands, as *tis well known, and loft 
it at the Kings retumz for which Pm honour'd by the City. But for his farther 
fatisfaQion, conſolation, and diftrution, know, That I Sir Timothy Treat-all, Knight 
and Alderman, do think my felt young enough tomarry, d'ye ſee, and will wipe your 
Noſe with a Son and Heir of my own begetting, and ſo forth, | going away. 

IWild. Death ! marry |! | 

Sir Char. Patience, dear Tom, or thou't ſpoil all. 

IWild. Damn him, I've loſt all Patience, and can diſſemble no longer, though I loſe 
all,------Very good, Sir 3 heark ye, 1 hope ſhe's young and handſome 3, or it ſhe be 
not, amongſt the numerous lalty-{toracht Whigs that! dayly noſe your publick Din- 
ners, ſome may be found that gither for Money, Charity, ot Gratitude; may'requite 
your Treats. You keep open houſe to all the Party; not for Mirth, Generofity, or 
good Natare, but tor Roguery, You cram the Brethren, the pious City-Gluttoos, 
with good Cheer, good Wine, and Rebellion in abundance, gormandizing all Comers 
and Goers, of all Sexes, Sorts,Opinions, and Religions, young half-witted/Fops, hot- 
headed Fools, and Malecontents: You guttle and fawn'on all, and all ia- hopes"6f 
debauching the Kings Liege-people into Commonwealths-menz and: rather'than 
loſe a Convert, youll pimp for him. © Theſe are your nightly Debauches--- Nay, 
rather than you fhall want it, Pll cuckold you my (elt in pure Revenge. 

Sir Tim. How | Cuckold* his own natural Uncle ! - . 

Sir Char, Oh, he cannot be ſoprophane. I 4 | 

Wild. Prophane ! why he deni'd bat now the having any ſhare in me 3- and there- 
fore "tis lawful. 1 am to live by my wits, you ſay, and/yoriold rich $60d-ratar'd 
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Cuckold is as ſure a Revenue'to a handſome young Cadet , as a ;« thoulpod pound a 
year, Your tolerable face and ſhape is an Eſtate in the City, and a better Bank than 
your Six per Cent, at any. time, 

Sir Tim. Well, Sir, fince Naturc has furniſht you fo well, you need but up and 
ride, ſhow and be rich 3 and ſo your Scxvant, witty Mr, Wilding. | Goes out, 

be looks after him. 

Sir Char. Whilſt T am labouring anothers good, I quite neglect my own. This 
cyrſcd, proud, diſdaintul Eady Galliard, is ever in my bead; ſhe's now at Church, 
I'm ſure, not for Devotion, but to ſhew her Charms, and throw her Darts amongſt 
the gazing, Crowd, and grows more vain by Conqueſs I'm near the Church, and 
mult ſtep in, though it colt mc a new \V ound. [ Wild. fands pauſing. 

IW11d. 1 am refolv'd-----Wcll, dear Charles, let's ſup together to night, and con- 
trive ſome way to be reveng'd of this wicked Uncle of mine. I muſt leave thee now, 
for I have an alſignation hcre at Church, 

Sir Char. Hah ! at Church ! 

Wd. Aye, Charles, with the deareſt ſhe-Saint, and T hope ſinner, 

Sir Char. What at Church ? Pox,lI ſhall be diſcovercd now in my Amours, That's 
an odde place for Lovc-Intrigues, 

IW:1d. Oh, 1 am to paſs. tor a ſober diſcreet perſon to the Relations 3, but for my 
Miſtriſs, ſhe's made of no kuch ſanctihed Materials 3 ſhe is a Widow, Charles, young, 
rich, and beautiful. 

Sir Char. Hah ! if this ſhould-prove my Widow now * [ Aſide. 

Wild.. And though at her own diſpoſe, yet is much govern'd by Honour, and. a 
rigid Mothcr, who 1s cvcr preaching to her apainlt the Vices of Youth, and tother 
end of the Town Sparks 3 dreads nothing {ſo much as her Daughters marrying a vil- 
lanous Tory: So the young one is forc'd to. diflemble Religion, the beſt Mask to 
hide a kind Miſtriſs in, 

, = Char. This muſt be my Lady-Galiard. Y Afte. 

Vild. There is at preſent ſome ill andertianding between us;. ſome daran'd Ho- 
er Fop lays licge to her, which has made me ill received 3 and 1 having a. new 
Intrigue clſewhcre, xeturn her cold diſdain, but now and then ſhe croſſes my Heart 
400 violently to reſiſt her. Jn one of theſe hot fits Inow am, and mult find ſome 
occaſion to {peak to her, 

Sir Char. By Heaven, it muſt be ſhe! ---- I am ſtudying now, amongſt all our ſhe- 
Acquaintance, who this {ſhou'd be. 

Wild. Oh, this is ot quality to be cenceal'd : but the deareſt lovclieſt. Hypocrite, 
white as Lillies, lmooth as Rulhes, and plutup as Grapes after ſhowers, haughty hey 
Meen, her Eyes tu 1 cf diſdain, and yet bewitching ſweet 3 but when (he loves, ſoft, 
witty, wanton, all that charms a Soul, and but for now and ther- a tit of Honour t 

, Oh, damn the Nonſence, wou'd be all. my own, 

Sir Char. *Tis (he, by Heaven ! | afide.} Methinks this Widow ſhou'd prove a goods 
Fortune to you, as things now ſtand between you and your. Uncle, 

Wild. Ah, Charles, but I am otherwaysdiſpos'd of. Theseis-the arming, 
young ching, in, nature telken i love with. this- perſon of mine \@; No -Rcieſe 
Charles; I havc her inpoſlelſion. 


Sir Chaz. How can y ou love two at ore? T've been as wild; uae | 


ky 


OA. *. 3 


+ "is a'Lnivcility, and have him return as cxrant learned Afs, to fimper, and | 


| Tu 4 


as Youth and Wealth cou'd render me 3 but ne'er arriv'd to that degree of Lewd- 
neſs, to deal my Heart about : my Hours 1 might, but Love ſhould be incire. 

Wild. Ah, Charles, two ſuch” bewitching Faces wou'd give thy Heart the lye: -«-- 
But Love divides us, and I muſt into Church. _ Adieu till night, 

Sir Char:- And I muſt follow to:reſolve my heart in what it dreads to learn, Here, 
my Cloak. | Takes his Cloak, from bis man, and puts it on. ] Hah, Church is done ! Sce, 
they are coming, foxth ! 

Enter People croſs the Gtage,as from Church , amongſt *em Sir Anthony Meriwilh 
follow'd by Sir Tim. Treat-all, 
Hah, my Uncle ! He muſt not ſee me here. [ Throws his Cloak over bis faces 

Sir Tim. \What my old Fricnd and Acquaintance, Sir Anthony Merizoil ! 

Sir Anth. Sir Timothy Treat-all ! | 

Sir Tim, Whe! How long have you been in Town, Sir ? 

Sir Anth. About three days, Sir. 

Si Tim, Three days, and never came to dine with me ! *tis unpardonable ! What, 
you keep doſe to the Church, | ſec : You are for the Surplice ſilk old Orthodox 
you : the Times cannot mend you, 1 ſee. 

Sir Anth, No, nor ſhall. chey max me, Sir. 

Sir Char, They arc difxourtng; I'll paſs by. 

Sir Anth. As I take it, you came from Church too. 

Sir Tim, Aye, pecds mult, when the Devil drives. T go to fave my Bacon, as they 
ſay, once a month, and that too, after the Porrage is ſerv'd up. | 

Sir, Arth. Thoſe that made it, Sir, are wiſer than we. For my part, I love good 
whollome DeEtrine, that teaches Qbedience to my King and Superiours, without 
railing at the Government, and quoting, Scripture for Sedition, Mutiny, and Rebel- 
liov. Why here was a jolly Fellow this morning made a notablt Sermon, By 
George, our Country-Vicars are meer Scholars to, your Gentlemen Town-Parſons | 
Hah, how he handled the Text, and run Diviſions upon't ! *twou'd make a ran tin 
with moderation, to hear how he claw'd away the Vices of the Fown, Whormg, 
Drinking, and Conventicling, with the reſt of the deadly number. 

Sir Tim. Good lack! an he were fo good' at Whoring and Drinking, you'd beſt 
carry your Nephew, vis Charles Meriwil, to Church 3 he wants a little Documenti-. 
zing that way. 


SY "91 F21 


$ir Anth. Ham ! You keep your old wont till ; a man can begin no diſcourie£o--- © 


you, be-it of Preſter John, but you (till conclude wich my Ncphew. 
Sir Tim. Good Lord! Sig Anthony, you necd not be fo purty 3 what I ſay, is the 


Diſcourſe of the whole City, how lavilhly you. let him live, and give ill Examples to; - 
* . allyourg Heirs. 


Sir Anth. The City! the City's a.grumbling, lying, diffatish'd City, and no wile 
or honelt man regards what it ſays. Do you, or any of the City, fiand bound to ts 


Scrivener er. Taylor ? He (p<r:ds what Hallow him, Sir, his own 3 aud' you're a Fool : 


or Knave, chule ye whether, to concern your (lf, 
Sir Tim.. Good lack? | ſpeak but what. wiſer men difcourſe.. 
Sir Amb: Wifer men ! wiſer Coxcombs. What, they wou'd have me train my 
Nepiew up,a hopcful Ycuth, to keep a Merchants Book, or {cnd bim <6 chop nat 
cok dt- 


[ Afide. Exit Sir Chars. . 


. 
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"Yhure, and ſtart at Oaths and Wenches, whild I 1 6 his Woods mn gn Lu 
and laſtly, to make good what I have cozen'd him of, force him to nogery Rug rump, 

the ill-favour'd Daughter of ſome Right Worlhipful. -—»- A Pox of all fuch Gur 

dians, 

$ir Tim, Do. countenance Sin and Expences, do. 

Sir Anth. What ſin, what expences ? He wears good Cloaths, why Trades:en 
pet the more-by him; L he keeps his Coach, 'tis for his caſes a Miltriſs, *tis for his 
pleaſure ; he games, *tiz for his divertion ; And where? S the harm of this ? is there 
ought clſe you can accule him with ? 

Sir Tim. Yes; ---- a Pox upon him, he's my Rival too. [ afide.] Why then I'll 
tell you, Sir, he lovcs a Lady. 

Sir Anth. If that be a (in, Heaven help the Wicked ! 

Sir Tim. But I mcan honourably.---- 

Sir Anth. Honourably ! Why do you know any Infirmity in him, why he ſhou'd 
not marry ? [ Angrily. 

Sir Tim, Not I, Sir. 

Sir Anth. Not you, Sir ? why then you're an Aſs, Sir. ---- But is the Lady yourg 
and handſ{ume ? 

Sir Tim, Ave, and rich too, Sir. 

Sir Anth, No matter tor Money, fo (he love the Boy. 

Sir Tim. Love him ! no, Sir, ſhe neither does, nor ſhall love him. 

Sir Anth, How, Sir, nor ſhall love him ! By George, but (he ſhall, and lie with him- 
too, it 1 plcaſe, Sir. 

Sir Tim. How, Sir! lic with a rich City-widow, and a Lady, and to be married 
to a hne Reverend old Gentleman within a day or two ? 

Sir Anth. His name, Sir, his name , I'll diſpatch him preſently. [| Offers to draw. 

Sir Tim. How, Sir, diſpatch him ! ---- Your Servant, Sir. [ Offers to go. 

Sir Anth. Hold, Sir! by this abrupt departure, I fancy you the boy's Rival: 
Come, draw. (Draws. 

Sir Tim. How. draw, Sir! 

Sir Anth. Aye draw, Sir : Not my Nephew have the Widow ! 

Sir Tim, With all my foul, Sirz I love and honour your Nephew. I his Rival ! 
alas, Sir, 'm not fo tond of Cuckoldom. Pray, Sir, let me ſee you and Sir Charles 
at my houſe, 1 may ſerve him in this buſineſs: and ſo I take my leave, Sir, ------ 
Draw quoth a ! a Pox upon him for an old Tory-rory. [ Afrde, Exit. 

Enter #s from Church, Lady Galliard, Cloſet, and Footman : Wilding paſſes eareleſly 

by ber, Sir Charles Mcriwill following wrapt in bis Cloak, 

Sir Anth. Who's here? Charles muffled in a Cloak, peering after a woman ? ----My 
Own Boy to a hair. She's handlome too, Pl ftep alide: for I muſt ſee the mean- 
ing, on't | Goes aſide. 

L. Gall. Bleſs me ' how unconcern'd he pals'd ! 

Cloſe He bow'd low, Madam. 

. L. Gall, But *twas in {uch a faſhion, as expreſt Indifferency, much worſe than Hate 
from Wilding. 

Cloſe Your pgs has usd him ill of late; yet if your Ladyſhip pleaſe, I'll call 


; him back, 
L: Gall. 


. 


ENT TOOK T Wh, ITS 2 e 
City- ireſ, :-0r, Sir Timothy Treat-all. 7 
L. Gall. Vl die firſt. --- Hah, he's going ! ---- Yet now I think on't, Thave a Toy 

of his, which to expreſs my ſcorn, Fll give him back now ; ---- this Ring, 

Cloſe Shall 1 carry it, Madam ? 

L. Gall. You'll not expreſs diſdain enongh. in the delivery 3 and you may call 
him back. | Glol. poes ta Wild. 

Sir Char. By Heaven, ſhe's fond of him. [ Aſide. 

Wild. Oh, Mrs. Cloſet ! is it you ? ---- Madam, your Servant : By this diſdain, I 
fear your Woman, Madam, has miſtaken her Man, Wou'd your Ladyſhip (peak 
with me ? 


L. Gall.; Yes. ---- But what ? the God of Love infirud me. « [Afide. 
Wild. Command me quickly, Madam : for I have bufineſs. 
L. Gall. Nay, - then I cannot be diſcreet in Love. [ Aſide: 


$ --- Your buſinc(s once was Love, nor had no idle hours 
To throw away on any other thought. 
You lov'd as if you'd had no other Faculties, 
As if you'd meant to gain Eternal Elifs 
By that Devotion'onely : And ſee how now youre chang'd, 
IWild. Not I, by Heaven 3 *tis you are onely chang'd. 
I thought you'd love me too, curſe on the dult miltake 3 
But when | beg'd to _y the mighty Joy 
That Mutual Love affords, 
You turn'd me off for Honour, 
That nothing fram'd by ſome old ſullen Maid, 
That wanted Charms to kindle flames when young. 
Sir Anth. By George, he's i'th* right. [ Aſide. 
Sir Char. Death! can (be hear this Language ? [ Aſide, 
L. Gell. How dare you name this to me any more ? 
Have you forgot my Fortune, and my Youth ? 
My Quality, and Fame ? 
Wd. No, by Heaven, all theſe increaſe my Flame. 
L. Gall. Perhaps they might, but yet I wonder where 
ou got the boldneſs to approach me with it. 
Wd. Faith, Madam, from your own encouragement. 
L. Gall. From mive! Heavens, what contempt is this ! 
Wild. When firſt I paid my Vows, (good Heaven torgive me ) 
hey were for Honour all ; 
ut wiſer you, thanks to your Mothers care too, 
nowing my Fortune an uncertain hope, 
y Lite of ſcandal, and my lewd Opinion, 
orbid my Wiſh that way : *Twas kindly urg'd 3 
ou cou'd not then forbid my Patſhon too, 
(or did I ever from your Lips or Eyes, 
Keceive-the cruel ſentence of my Death. 
Sir Anth. Gad, a fine fellow this! 
]. Gall. 'To fave my lite, I wou'd not marry thee. 
Wild. That's kindly ſaid; 
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But to ſave mine, thou't do akinder thing 3 
---o] know thou wo'r. 
L. Gall. What, yield my Honour up! 
And after find it (acrific'd anew, 
And made the ſcorn of a triumphing Wife! 
Sir Anth. Gad, ſhe's i*th* right tov3, a noble Girl ll warrant her, 
L. Gall, But you diſdain to f(atishe thoſe fears 3 | 
And like a proud and haughty Conqueror, 
Demand the Town, without the leaſt Conditions, ® 
Sir Char. By Heaven, ſhe yields apace. [ Afide. 
Sir Awth. Pox on't, wou'd I'd ne&er feen her z now have [| a Legend of ſinall 
Cupids at Hot-cockles in my heart. 
Wd. Now am I pawling on that word Conditions, 
Thou ſavſt thou wou'dit not have me marry thee 3 
That is, as if I lov'd thee for thy Eyes, 
And put "em out to hate thee : 
Or like our Stage-ſmitten Youch, who fall in love with a woman for-Adting hnely, 
and by taking her off the Stage, deprive her of the cncly Charm the had, 
{hen leave her to Il] Luck, 
Sir Anth, Gad, he's i'th* right again too! A rare Fellow ! 
Wild. For, Widow, know, hadit thou more Ecauty, yet not all of 'em were halt 
+ fo great a Charm as'thy not being mine, 
Sir Anth. Hum ! How will he make that out now ? 
IWild. The ficalths of Love, the Midnight kind admittance, 
The gloomy Bed, the ſoft-breach'd murmuring Paſhon 
Ah, who can gueſs at Joys thus ſnatcht by parcels ! 
The difhculty makes us always wilhing, 
Whilit on thy part, Fear ſtill makes ſome refiſtance 3 
And every Blciling ſeems a kind of Rape. 
Sir Anth. B'as don't ! ---- A Divine Fellow this ; juſt of my Religion. Iam 
dying now whether I was never acquainted with his Mother. 
L. Gall. walks away, \Wild. follows. 
L. Gall. Tempt me no more !- What dull unwary Flame 
Poſle(t me all this while ! Confuſion on thee, { In Rage. 
And all the Charms that dwell upon thy Tongue. 
Dilexſes ruine that bewitching form, a 
That with thy ſoft tcign'd Vows debaucht my Heart. 
Sir Char, Heavens ! can I yet endure ! [ Aſide. 
L. Gall, By all that's good, Ill marry inſtantly ; 
Marry, and {ave my laſt ttake, Honour, yet, 
Or thou wilt rook me out ot all at laſt. 
IF ild. Marry ! thou canſt got do a better thing : 
There are a thouſand Mattimonial Fops, 
Fine Fools of Fortune, 
Good-natur'd Blockhcads too, and that's a wonder. 
L. Gall. That will be manag'd by a man ot Wir. 


inall 


nely, 


You take a liberty I never gave you, Sir. 
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"WH: Rpt, 
E-Gall, T have atiey a Friend of yours, 
Wd.” KFtiend oF mine then he muſt be my Cuckold. 
Sir Char. Very fine! can endurs yet more ? [ Aſide. 
L. Gall. Perhaps it is your Uncle. 
Wild. Hah, my Uncle! * + [ Sir Charles maker wp to em. 
Sir Anth. Hah, my Charles ! why well ſaid: Charles, he bore up — to her. 
Sir Char. Ah, Madam, may I preſume to tell you--- | 
Sir Anth. Ah, Pox, that was ſtark naught! he begins like a Foie-ada och? Shop, 
to his Maſters Daughter. 
Wild. How, Charles Meriwill acquainted with my Widow ! A 
Sir Anth. Why do you wear that ſcorn upon your face ? a1 
I've nought but honeſt mtaning in my Paſſion ; 77 
Whilſt him you favour, ſo prephanes' your Beauties, j-,o*7 {ad 
In ſcorn of Marriage and religious Rites, 
Attempts the ruine of your ſacred Honour. 


L. Gall. Hah, Wilding, boaſt my love! Aſide. 
Sir Anth. The Devil take him, my Nephew's quite poikd ! | 
Why what a Pox has he to do with Honour now ? Y:: 


'L Gall. Pray leave me, Sir, 
Witd. Damn it, fince he knows all Pl boldly own my flame--- 


Sir Char. How, this from thee ! nay, then I muſt take more, 
Arid*ask you where you borrow'd that Brutalicy, | 
chanel" that Lady with your ſawcy Paſſion. = 
Sir Anth. Gad, well done, Chailes ! Were muſt beſport anon. TORT Ow 
Wild. 1 will not anſwer every idle Queftion. 
Sir Char. Death, you dare n6t. 
Wild. How, dare not ! 
Sir Char. No, dare not: for if you did---- 
Wild. What durſt you, if 1 did ? | 
Sir Char, Death, cut your Throat, Sir; [ Taking bold on him roughly." 
Sir Anth. Hold, hold, let kim have fair phy, and then curſe him that parts ye.  '- ! 
Taking "em aſunder, they draw. 


[ Lays bis Sword as ber Fade 


L. Gall. Hold, I command ye, hold! 

Sir Char. There reſt my Sword to all Eternity. 

L. Gall. Now I conjure ye both, by all your Honour, 
If you were cer acquainted with that Vertue, 
To {ce my face no more, 
Whodurſt diſpute your intereſt in me thus, 
As for a common Miſtrifs, in your Drink. 

She goes out, and all but Wild. Sir Anth. and Sir Char, 
who flands ſadly looking afier ber. - 

Sir Anthb. A heavenly Girl!---- Well, now ſhe's few 4 George, 1 am for diſpu- 
ting your Title to her by dint of Sword. 

Sir Ghar. 1 wo'not fight, 


GC Wild. 


Wild. hackers time we will decide it, Str. 
Sir Anth. After your whining Prologue, Sir, who the Devil would A 
ſuch a Farce ?. --- Come, Cherler, 0 Brad Cho fern? {ye 
forget me this Woman, --- 
Sir Char. Forget her, Sir ! there never was a thing ſo excellent ! 
Sir Anth. You lye, Sirrah, you lye, there arc a thouſand | 
As fair, as young, and kinder, by this day. 
We'll into th* Country, Charles, where every Grove 
Aﬀords us Ruſtick Beauties, 
» That know no Pride nor Painting, 
And that will take it and be thagkful, Charles 3 
Fine wholſome Girls that fall like ruddy Fruit, 
Fit for the gathering, Charles. 
Sir Char. Oh, Sir, | cannot reliſh the coarſe Fare. 
Buc what's all this, Sir, to my preſent Paſſhon ? - -* 
Sir Anth. Paſſion, Sir you ſhall have no Paſſion, Sir. 
Sir Char. No Paſſion, Sir } ſhall I have lifeand breath ? 
Sir Anth. It may be not, Sirrah, if it be my will and hoy 
--- Why how ng ! lawcy Boys be their own Carvers ? a 
Sir Char. Sir, I am all Obedience. [ Bowing. and fighing: 
=» Sir 4nth. Obedience! Was ever fuch a Blockhead ! Why M5 if Ic command it, 
"you will not love this Woman ? 
Sir Char. No, Sir. 
Sir Anth. No, Sir ! But I ſay, Yes, Sir, love her me 3 and love her me like a man, 
too, or I'll renounce ye, Sir. | 
Sir Chaz. U've try'd all ways to win upon her heart, 
Preſented, 2_ watcht, fought, pray 'd, ar and weept, . 1 
Sir Anmth. Why there's it now; I thought fo: Kneeta and weept ! a Pox u 
thee---1 took thee for a prettier fellow,--- pon 
You ſhou'd a hufft and bluſter'd at her door 3 
' - Been very impudent and ſawcy, Sir 3 
Lewd ;ruffling,iaad.z-courted at all hours and ſeaſons ; 
Let her not xefi, nor cat, nor ſleep, nor vilit. 
Believe mie, Charles, women love importunity. 
Watch her cloſe, watch her like a Witch, Boy, 
| Till the confeſs the Devil in her, ---Love. 
' Sir Char. I cannot, Sir. 
* Her Fyes ſtrike ſuch an awe into my Soul,--- 
" Sir Anth. Strike ſuch a Fiddleſtick ——Sirrah, I ay, do't; what, you can towſe'a 
Wench as hand{omly---You car! be lewd enough occaſion. I know not the 
Lady, nor herFprtune ; but am refolv'd th le 4 nt her, with prattiling a little 
þ + Courtſhip of my mode.---Come--- wo 
"Come. my Boy Charles, fiace you muſt needs be doing, 
| ot) I'll ſhew thee how. to goa Widow-wooing, 
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 _ ACT the Second. 
Scene the Firſt. «4 Room, © 


Enter Charlot, Fopington, «nd Clacket. "_ 


Chart. T7, Nough I've A—— of Wilding's Vices,to know I am undone. 
——Galliard his" Miſtri rr ghutp [neva ſaw her, but 1 have whey 

fam'd for Beauty, Wit, and F ou 

That Rival may be dangerous. . * 

Fop. Yes, Madam, the fair, the young, the witty Lady Gal: :zrd, even i the 
of all his love to you 3 nay, even whilſt his Uncle courts her for a Wife, be deletes 
himſelf for a Gallant. 

Charl. Wonderous Inconftancy and Impudence ! 

Mis. Clach, Nay, Madam, you may rely upon Mr..F opington' s Information : there- 
fore if you reſpe&t your Reputation, retreat in time. 

 Charl, Reputation ! that I forfeited when I ran away with your Friend Mou 


Mrs. Clack, Ah, that ever I ſhould live to ve { weeps ] the ſole Daughter and Heir 
of Sir Nicholas Gettal, run away with one of the lewdeſt Heathens about town! - 
' | Chark. —_ our preps Wilding a Heathen 3 and with you too, Mrs. Clac- 
Mr. Wi none {o worthy as Mrs. Clacket, to cruſt 
with me 3 he a Heathen! 


man to buy him Breeches, marry an honeſt man, a religious man, bears 2 

Coifclws, antwilldon wiites forte Reaſon.--Why here's Mr. Fopington, Madam 3 

here's a Shape, here's a Face, a Back as ſtraight as an Arrow, PFll warrant. | 
Charl. How | buy him Breeches! Has Wilding then no Fortune? 

" Yes, Faith, Madam, pretty well; fo, ſo, as the Dice run : and now and 
then he lights upon a Squire, or ſo, and between fair and foul Play, he makes a ſhift 
to pick a pretty Livelihood up 

Chart. How ! does his Und allow him no preſent Maintenance ? 

Fop. No,nor Ig Theretore, Madam, I hope you will ſee the 
difference between him man of Parts, that adores you. [Smiling and bowing. 

Chba#t. If 1 find all this true you-tell me, 1 ſhall know how to value my ſelf and 
thoſe that love me. 

--—This may be yet a Raſcal, 


Enter Maid. | 

Maid. Miſtriſs, Mr. Wilding's below. [ Exit. 

Fop. Below ! Oh, Heavens, _y do not expoſe me to his lewd fury, for being 

too zealous inyour ſervice. men 
Charl. 1 will not let him know you tf ting 


Fop. 


x TY . "\. ' _ | 
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Fop. Death! to be ſeen here, would expoſe my Life, | To Clacket, 
— Ma.Gleck Here, here, fiep out upon the Sair-calc, POR», . 
Going ont, returns in fright. 


v 


Fop. *Owns, he's heye! lock the door faſt 3 let him-not enter, 

Mrs. Clack, Oh, Heavens,I have'not the Key !+ hold it, hold it faſt, ſweet, ſweet 

Mr. Foping Oh, ſhould there be Murder done, what a ſcandal wow'd that be to the 
houſe of a txue Proteſtant |! 2 WG K nockg. | 

Cherl. Heavens ! what will he ſay and'think,'to ſee me ſhut in with a man? 

Mrs. Clack, Oh, Il ſay you're fick, aſleep, or out of humour. 

Charl. V'd give the world to fce him. Knockg. 

Wild: {Without.] Chantot, Charlor ! Am I deny'd an entrance ? By Heaven, Pll 
break the door. [ Knocks again  Fop. fill bolding it. 

Fop. Oh, 'm a dead man, dear Clackst ! {Knocking itil. 

Mrs. Clack, Oh, hold, Sir, Mrs. Charlot is very fick. 

Wild. How, fick, and I kept from her ! 

Mrs. Clack, She begs you'll come again an hour hence. 

Wild. Delay'd, by Heaven I will have enterance. 

Fop. Rain'd! undone! tor if he do-not Kill me, he may ftarve me. 

Mrs, Clack, Oh, he will break in upon us! Hold, Sir, hold a little z Mrs, Charlot 
is jult--juſt--ſhifting her ſelf, Sir : you wjll not be fo uncivil as to preſs in, I hope, 
at ſuch a time. 

Charl. I have a fine time on't between ye, to have him think 1 am ſtripping my 
ſelf before Mr. Fopington.----Let go, or I'll call out and tell him all, 

Wild. breaky open the door and ruſhes in : Fop. ftands cloſe up at the enterance 1ill 
be is pajt bim, then venturing to ſlip ont, finds Wild. bas made faſt the door 3, ſo 
be is forc'd to return again and ſtand cloſe up bebind Wild. with ſigns of fear. 

Wild. How now ,Charlot, what means this new unkindngs ? What, not a word? 

Charl. There is fo little Muſick in my Voice, you do not care to hear it 3 you 
have been better entertain'd, I find, mightily employ'd, no doubt, . 

Wild. Yes Faith, and ſo 1 have; Charlot : Daran'd Buſineſs, that Enemy, to Love, 
has made me xude. | 

Charl. Orthat other Enemy to Love, damn'd Wenching, 

Wild. Wenching! how ill haft thou tim'd thy Jealoukie ! | 
What Banker, that to morrow is to pay a mighty ſum, wou'd venture. out his-ſtock 
today in little parcels, and loſe his Credit by it? _. 

Charl. You wou'd, perfidious as you are,. though all your Fortune, all your fature 

" Health, depended on that Credit. [ Angry. _— 
' Wild. So: Heark ye, Mrs. Clacket, you have been prating I find in my abſence, 
giving me a handſome chaiaQter to Charlet, ---You hate any good thing thould go 
by your own Noſe. { Aſide, toChcket. 

Mrs. Clack, By my Noſe, Mr. Filding ! 1 defic you : I'd have you to know, I ſcorn 
any good thing ſhowd go by my Noſe in an uncivil way. 

IWild. I belicve fo. | 

Mrs. Clack, Have I been the Conhdent to all your ſecrets this three years, in fick- 
neſs and in health, for richer, for poorer 3 concealed the nature of your: wicked 
Diſcales,under the honelt name of Surteits 3 - call'd' your filthy Surgeons, Mr. Doctor, 

to 


" But Vl take courage, and be very angry. | Aide. 


' Merits no better Treatment ?- [oven 
How cou'd you have the heart to uſe. me (6? Soft to bim, 
I fall inſcnfibly to Love and Fondneſs. Afide. 
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Mrs. Clack, Been up with you and down Wu you tarly and late, by vight and, by 

day let you in at all hours, drunk and ſober; Ghgle and —_— ard _ ow 

drawn, and modeſtly ſhut the door after me?! . 

Wild. Whis! Tholitentoup RP OIET cannot lay. Its. 21 2142 ,oy 

Mrs. Clack, And am I thus rewarded ——_—_ fv  (Wope 

Wild. So Tempeſts are allay'd by ſhow 

Mrs. Clack, That I ſhou'd be charg'd with ſpeaking ill of you, ſo.honeh, civila 
Oentleman--- 

Charl. No, I have better witnels of your falſhood. 

= Hah, 'sdeath, ſhe'll name me ! s 

i1d. What mean you, my Charlot ? 

Do you not think I love you ? 

Charl. Go ask my Lady Galliard, (he keeps the beſt account of all your Sighs and 

Vows, 

And robs me of my deareft ſofter hours. | | Kindly to bim. 
Mrs. Clack,, You cannot hold from being Mad to him. ( Afide. 
Wild. Galltard'! Bow came ſhe'by that ſecret of my life ? [ofide] Why Aye, tis 

true, I am there ſometimes about an Arbitration, about a Suit in Law, about my 


Charl. Aye, that Uncle too--- 
You {wore to me you were your Uncles Heir: 
But you perhaps may chance to get him one, 
If the Lay prove not cruel. - . 
Wild. Death and the Devil, what RaſcaP has been prating to her | [ Aſide. 
Charl. Whilſt 1 am referv'd for a dead lift, if Fortune prove unkind, or wicked 
Uncles refractory, 
Yet I cou'd love you, though you were a Slave, [ In @ ſoft tone to bims.. 
And I were Queen of all the Univerſe. | * 
Mrs. Clack, Aye, there you ſpoil'd all again--you "INV your {o.. 
Charl. And all the world, when' he looks kindly on me. 


Nor does your Perurics reſt here 3 you're equally as falſe to Galliard, as to-me 3; falle 
for a little Miſtriſs of the Town, whom: you've ſet up in ſpight to Quality. ! Angry. 
Mrs. Clack, , So, that was home and handſome. 
Wild. What darn'd Informer does (be keep in Penſion ? - 
Charl.. And can you think my Fortune and my Youth 


Wild. Ah, my dear Charlot ! you who know-my heart; can you believe me falſe * J 
Charl. Incevety Syllable, in every Look : 
Your Vows, your Sighs, and Eyes, all counterfeit ; 
You ſaid you lov'd me, where was then your truth ?- 
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Fop. Death! to be ſeen here, would expoſe my Life. (9p Clickee 
-- - Mrs-Glackg Here, here, fiep out upon the Sair-cale, and Mlip-into my. k 
Going out, returns in fright. 

Fop. *Owns, he's heye! lock the door faſt 3 let him-not enter, { 

Mrs. Clack, Oh, Heavens,/I have not the Key !+ holdit, hold it faſt, ſweet, ſweet 
Mr. Foping Oh, ſhould there be Murder done, what a ſcandal wow'd that be to the 
houſe of a txue Proteſtant | { 1; | Knocky. * 

Charl. Heavens ! what will he ſay and'think, to ſee me (hat in with a man? 

Mrs, Clack, Oh, Pl ſay you're fick, aſleep, or out of humour. 

Charl, Vd give the world to fce him. Knocks. 

Wild: ( Without.) Chanlot, Charlor ! Am I deny'd an entrance ? By Heaven, Pll 
break the door. [ Knocks again Fop. ftill bolding it. 

Fop. Oh, Pm a dead man, dear Clacket ! [Knocking fil 

Mrs. Clack, Oh, hold, Sir, Mrs. Charlot is very fick. 

W:ld. How, fick, and I kept from her ! 

Mrs. Clack, She begs you'll come again an hour hence. 

Wild. Delay'd, by Heaven I will have enterance. 

Fop. Ruin'd! undone! for if he donot kill me, he may ftarve me. 

Mrs. Clack, Oh, he will break in. upon us! Hold, Sir, hold a little ; Mrs, Charlot 
is juſt--juſt-ſhifting her ſelf, Sir : you will not be fo uncivil as to preſs in, I hox 
at ſuch a time. 

Charl. | have a fine time on't between ye, to have him think 1 am ſtrip 
ſelf before Mr. Fopington.----Let go, or I'll call out and tell him all. 

Wild. breaks open the door and ruſhes in : Fop. ftands cloſe wp at the 
be is pajt bim, then venturing to ſlip ont, finds Wild. bas made faſt 
be i forc'd to return again and jtand cloſe up bebind Wild. with fi 

Wild. How now ,Charlot, what means this new unkindngs ? What, r 

Charl. There is fo little Muſick in my Voice, you do not care to 
have been better entertain'd, I find, mightily employ'd, no doubt, . 

Wild. Yes Faith, and ſo 1 have; Charlot : Daran'd Buline(s, that Enemy, 
has made me xude, | | 

Charl. Orthat other Enemy to Love, damn'd Wenching, 

Wild. Wenching! how ill haft thou tim'd thy Jealouhie ! | 
What Banker, that to morrow is to pay a mighty ſum, wou'd venture out his-ſtock 
today in little parcels, and loſe his Credit by it? _.. 

Charl. You wou'd, perfidious as you are,. though all your Fortune, all your fature 

" Health, depended on chat Credit. [ Angry. wat 
' Wild. So: Heark ye, Mrs. Clacket, you have been prating I find in my abſence, 
giving me a handſome charaQter to Charlet, ---You hate any good thing thould go 
by your own Noſe. { Aſide, toChcket. 

Mrs. Clack, By my Noſe, Mr. Wilding ! 1 defie you : I'd have you to know, I {com 
any good thing ſhouw'd go by my Noſe in an uncivil way. 

IWild. 1 believe fo. 

Mrs. Clack, Have I been the Conhdent to all your ſecrets this three years, in fick- 
neſs and in health, for richer, for poorer 3 concealed the nature of your wicked 
Diſcales,under the honelt name of Surteits 3. call'd your filthy Surgeons, Mr. Dodtor, 

to 


yl 
it, 
a. 


fed & CH. 


| = 

to Reputation 3 ci ol when bee Tops yang, 

keep wp you Rep wa aw aj + 1967 hits: V7 23W 02%: 07 

Wild. High ! BEET TIES: ht 

Mrs. Clack, Been up with you and down with - early and late, by vight and, by 

day let you in at all hours, drunk and ſober; "ſingle and double; ard —_— With- 

drawn, and modeſtly ſhut the door after me? 

Wild. Whis! The ftorm's up, and the Devil 'cannor lay it..- 

= oye, Cantpieror yy mann; of gy (Wes | 

Wild. So Tempeſts are allay'd by ſhow Rain. 

Mrs. Clack, That I ſhou'd be charg'd with ſpeaking ill of you, lo honeſt, fo civila 


GOentleman--- 
Charl. No, I have better witneſs of your falſhood. 


Hah, 'sdeath, ſhe'll name me! - 
M wha What mean you, my Charlot ? 
& Do you not think I love you? 
Charl. Go ask my Lady Galliard, ſhe keeps the beſt account of all your Sighs and 
Vows, 
And robs me of my deareft ſofter hours. [ Kindly to bim. 
Mrs. Clack,, You cannot hold from being kind tohim.” iT [ Aſide, 
ild. Galltard'! How came the by that ſecret of my life ? [| afide.] Why Aye, *tis 
am there ſometimes about an- Arbitration, about a Suit in Law, about my 
Aye, that Uncle too--- 
d me you were your Uncles Heir; 
aps may chance to get him one, 
prove not cruel. 
rath and the Devil, what RaſcaPF has been prating to her ! [ {ſde. 


hilt 1 am referv'd for a dead lift, if Fortune prove unkind, or wicked 
tory, 
fad love you, though you were a Slave, 
were Queen of all the Univerſe. | 
Mrs. Clack, Aye, there you ſpoil'd all again---you forget your ſ@W.. 
Charl. And all the world, when' he looks kindly on me. 
* But II take courage, and be very angry. Afide. 
Nor does your Perurics reſt here 3 you're equally as falſe to Galliard, as to-me 3 falle 
for a little Miſtriſs of the Town, whom you've ſet up in ſpight to Quality. Cogry. 
Mrs. Clack, . So, that was home and handſome. 
31d. What damin'd Informer does (be keep in Penſion 7 - 
Charl.. And can you think my Fortune and my Youth 


[In @ ſoft tone to bim. . 


' Merits no better Treatment ?- br 
How cou'd you have the heart to uſe. me (6? Soft to bim. 
I fall infſenfibly to Love and Fondneſs. Aﬀfide. 


Wild. Ah, my dear Charlot ! you who know -my heart, can you believe me falſe ? 
Charl. Incveiy Syllable, in every Look : 
Your Vows, your Sighs, and Eyes, all counterfeit ; 
You ſaid you lov'd me, where was then your truth ? 


14 #,.* & . "oSY APET LARA \ ; 
Youtweesfoarwiee dobetar Undlda ig, ITED 
Where was your-confidence of me the while, | 
To thinkwmy Gerieroſity fo ſcanted, 
To love you for your Fortune ? 
--How every look betrahs'my yielding heart! 
No, fince men are.grown ſo cunving in their 
Trade of Love, the neceſſary'Vice 1]! praQtice too, 
And chaffer with 'Love-Merchans for my Heart. 
Make it appear'you are your Uncles Heir, 
I'll marry ye tomorrow. 
Of all thy Cheats, that was the moſt unkind, 
Becauſe you thought to conquer by that Lye. 
---To night VII be 'teſolv'd. 
. Wild. Hum! to night! 
Charl, To night, or I will think you love me for my Fortune 4 which if you find 
elſewhere ro'more advantage, 
I may unpiticd die---and | ſhould dic, 
"If you ſhould prove untrue. [ Tenderly to bim, 
Mrs. Clack, There you've daſht all again. * ; 
Wild. 1 am'refolv'd tg, keep my credit with her 5 --- Here's my hand : 
This night; Cherlot, Fillet you ſee the Writings. 
---But how, a Pox of him that knows for Thomss. [ Aſide. 
Charl. Hah, that Hand without the Ring ! | 
Nay, never ſtudy for a —_ Lye. 
Wild. Ring! Oh, aye, I left it in my Dreſſing-room this morning 
Charl. See how thou haſt inurd thy Tongue to Fallhood ! 
Did. you not ſend it to « certain Creature 
They call Diang, 
From off that hand that plighted Faith to me? 
. Wild, By Heayen, *tis Witchcraft all, 
Unleſs this Villain Fopington betray me. 
Thoſe fort of Raſcals a1 do. any thing 
For ready —_— Wine..--Fll kill 0 Feok—Hit, here ! : 
Fop. Here, ! Lord ! Terns and ſees bim bebind bim. 
Wheie were thy Eyes, dear Wilding 7 l #5 000 ys 
Wild. Where they have ſpy'd a Raſcal. 
Where was this Property conceal'd ? 
Fop. Conceal'd ! What doſt thou mean, dear Tow ? Why I ſtood as plain as the 
Noſe on thy Face, mun. 
Wild. But 'tis the ungrateful quality of all your ſort, to make ſuch baſe returns. 
How got this Rogue admittance, and when in, 
The Impudence to tell his treacherous Lyes ? 
Fop. Admittance ! Why thou'rt ſtark —_ Did not I come in with you, that is, 
followed you ? 
IWi1d. Whither ? 
, Fop. Why into the houlc, up ſtairs, ſiood behind you when yon ſwore you wou'd 
comic _ and followed you in, Wild. 


this, and I not ſee! 
Lo Love's blind ; but this Lady Gw me Mi Clocks Bwitner-rAdmiir- 


wb iT ol 209 ,be! ps 2 
Wil Why did you netdpeak ? | 
! I was ſo amar'd at what I heard, the villnous Scandals lad 0n you 


Fop. 

ſome pick-thank Rogue or other, I had no power, 
bs Fe thi fnent how op wat 

Fop. Oh, moſt damnably, Sir ! 

Wild. Abuſe me to my Miſtriſs too ! 

Fop. Oh, Villains! Dags / 

lot, Do you think they've wrong 'd him, Six ? for Jl believe you. 

Fop. Do I think, Madam ? Aye, I thiok him-a Soo of Whore that ſaid it ; and 
I'M cut's Throat. - 

Mrs. Clack, Well, this Impudence is 2 heavenly Vertue ! 
- Wild.' You ſee now, Madam, how Innocence may ſuffes. . 
Charl. In ſpight of all thy: on A, , 


I muſtbelieve, and love thee for my: quiet. 
Wild. That's kind; and if rt on o do note you 1:4efirve your: 


-; , kill me at- once by quitting, me.-- oe4.out with Fop.] 1 know 

>ot i watry Avenrmgghann wd exhe Writings Ky he made me Heir tobis 
My craft wiltbe i in catching s vahich if paſt, 
Her Love ſecurts me the kind Wench at laſt. [4h 

Mrs.Clack, | What if he ſhou'd not.chance. to keep his word now? 

Charl.' How -hedhond no ? by all that's #4 if he ry not, am. reſoly'd 

0 marryhim. bowever.;. We  rwomey make. a preity thift.,with . three thouſand 
Sound a year 3 - yet pany 'fajo/ be, wſalv'd, bow Arirs Gand: between the old Gen- 
leman/and him. 1 wou'd give the wosld ta-ſce.. that Widow too, that Lady Gal- 
ard. 

Mrs. Clack, _—_ bent upon 't.Pit tell you what we'll do, Madam : There's c- 
ery day mighty Feaſting here at his Uncles hard by, aod you ſhall diſguiſe your 
If as well asyou-cari, and gofor' a; Nicge pf mine T have ggming out, of Seotland : 

you will not fail ot fecing avy Lady: Goliar; though ..l doubt, not Mr. Wilding, 
ho is of late'difcarded. 
Chart. Enough 3 1am reſoly'd upon this deligns: Let's in and and practiſe the 
lorthern Dialcct. Exit, beth. 


SCENE the Svar? » The Street. 


Emer Wilding and Foplngros 


11d. But then Diana rook the Ring. at Jaſt? ? # 42 WEI 
a -Geeedily [but raid, and (wore,! ara yanted., at your, Ld panic and . 


not be appcas'd. | 
Enter” 


26 The City-F refs +: br Sir Tunic 


/ Enter Dreffvwell, * 3) tons 1 boot aids nf 


Wild. Dreſſwell, Las juſtigoing to/ſee fot thee,” :-i - {.1ild 10. WO 7 
Dreſſ. Vm glad, dear Tom, I'm here to ſerve thee. : E106. $2148! 
W114. And now ve tound thee, thou muſt along with \mec: 57 6.1177 nw 


Dref. Whither?- Bat Vithor as, but obey. 

IWVild. To a kind linner, F rank, | | 
Dreſſ. Pox on 'em all: prithee turn-out thoſe petty Tyrants of thy:Heart, .and\ifit 
It for a Monarch, Love, dcar Is, idling, of which thon hever knewlt the: pleaſure yet, 
or not abovea day. O02 >2ilitd van 02 $a Suh WM 

114. Not knew the pleaſure ! Death, the very Eſſence, the firſt draughts of Loye : 
Ah, how pleaſant*:is to drink when a man's adry Þ 1k ow 1 | 
The ret is all bat dully fipping; on. - | 

Dreſſ. And yet this Diana, for thither thou art going, thou haſt been-canſtant tg 
this three or four years, * 21512 1s 4 Yall nl 2390 i 0 deal) nth 

I ild. A confiant Kecper thou ymeanſt; which is indeed m—_— pet the fean- 
dal of a Coxcomb : But 1 know nat;thoſe ſort of Ba es havea kii aſian 
{0 inticing---and Faith, after the Fatigues of Formal Vi ts to a .mans.dull Relations, 
or what's as bad, to women of Quality 3 after the bufic Afflictions of the Day, and 
theD-bauches of the tedious Night, I cell thee, 'Frank;) a man's beſt Retirement is 
with a foft kind Wench.” But - toi ſay truth; 1 have a farther defigne: in; my; Viſit; 
now, Thou knowſi how I ſtand paſt hope of Grace, excommunicated the Kindne(s 
of my Uncle, | Wot Ie 05 CATS | 

Drefſ. Trae. | NV 4 | 

I 11d. My lewd Debauches, and being o'th' wrong Party, as he calls it; is now be- 
come"an' rechncilable Quartet; -'fo' that 1' Raving tnany and-hopetul Intrigues now 
depending, efþccially'theft of my charttiing/Widow, and my.City-Heireſs, which can 
by no'means be catri'd on, without that damg'd' Neceſſary call d Ready Money, I 
have ſtretcht my Credit, as all young! Heirs do, /till *tis'quite broke. Now Livenes, 
Coaches, and Cloaths muſt be had, they muſt, my Friend. Aez1 

Dreſſ, Why doſt thou not in this Extremityclap up a Match with' my Lady Gal- 
liard ? or this young Heireſs you ſpeak of? | 

IW 1d, But Marriage, Frank, isfuch a Bug-bear! And this old Uncle of mine may 
one day be gathered together, and ſleep with his Fathers,-and then I (hall have lx 
thouſand pound a. year, and the wide World before me 3 and who the Devil cou'd 
1cliſh cheſe Bleſſings with the clog of a Wite behind him ? ---But cill then, Money 
mudt be had, I ſay. | 

Fap. Aye, but how, Sir ? | | 

1.14. Why, from the old Fountain, Fack,, my Uncle ; he has himſelf decreed it: 
he tells me I mutt liveupon my Wits, and will, Frank, EOS" 

Fap. Gad, I'm impatient to know how.” * | 

Wild. 1 believe thee, for thou art out at Elboes : and when 1 thrive, you ſhow 
"> Pit, behind the Scenes, and Coffee-houfes. Thy Breeches give 2 better account 
of my Fortune, than Lilly with all his Schemes and Stars. 

Fop...l own I thrive by your Influence, Sir. ; 

Driſf. Well 3 but to your ProjeR; -Friend:*' to which. I'll ſet a helping Hand, 2 


Wild. 


Heart, a Sword, and Fortune. 


 * ildg.Xou make good what my Soul coriceives of you, Let's'to Dias then;/and / 
there | thee all, [ Going out, they meet Diana, who enters with her Maid © 


--»Diana, 1 was juſt going to thy Lodgings ! | | 

Dian. Oh las, you are too much taken up with your rich City-Hcirefs. 

Wild. That's no cauſe of quarrel between you and I, Diana; you were wont to 
be as impatient for my marrying, as I for the death of my Uncle: tor your rich Wife 
ever obliges her Husbands Miſtriſs; and women of your fort, Diana, ever thrive better 
by Adultery than Fornication, | 

Dian. Do, try to appeaſe the caſic Fool with theſe fine ExpcRations : --- No, 1 
have been toooften flatter'd wich the hopes of your marrying a rich Wite, and then 
I was to have a Settlement 3 but inſtead of that, things go backward with me, my 
Coach. is vaniſht, my Servants dwindled into one neceſſary. Woman and a Boy, 
which to ſave Charges,is too ſmall for any ſervice 3 my twenty Guinnics a week,intg 
forty Shillings : a hopetul Reformation | | 

Wild. Patience, Dians, things will mend in time. 

Dian: When, I wonder? Summer's come, yet 1 am ſtill in my embroider'd Manto, 
when I'm dreft, lin'd with Velvet 3 *twou'd give one a Feavor but to look at me: 
yet ſtill I am flamm'd off with hopes of a rich Wife, whoſe Fortiine I am to: laviſh, 
---But I ſee you have neither Conſcience nor Religion in you ;'I wonder what a 
Devil will become of, your Soul tor thus deluding me ! | Weeps. . 

Wild. By Heaven, I love thee! b 

Dian. Love me! whatif you do? how far will that goat the Exchange for Poynt 
Will the Mercer take it for currant Coin ? ---But *tis no matter, I muſt love a Wit, 
with a Pox, when I might have had ſo gany Fools of Fortune : But the DeviF take 
me, if you deceive me any . [ Weeping, 

Wild. You'll keep your word, no doubt, now you have ſworn. , | 

Dian. So I will. I never go abroad, but 1 gain new Conqueſt. Happy's the 8 
man that can approach neeteſt the ſide-box where I fit at a Play, to look at me'y but 
if I daign to ſmile on him, Lord, how the o're-joy'd Creature returns it with a bow 
low as the very Benches! Then riſing, ſhakes his Ears, looks round, with pride, to 
ſce who took notice how much he was in favour with charming Mrs. Dy, 

Wild. No more : Come, let's be Friends, Dians ; for you and I mult manage an 
Uncle of mine. 

Dian. Damn your Projedts, Il have none of 'em. 

Wild. Here, here's the beſt Softner of a womans heart ;: *tis , two hundred 
Pieces ; Go, hay it on, till you ſhame Quality, into plain Silk and TH 'S 

Dian. Lord, you haveghe ſtrangeſt power of Perſwalion | --Nay, if you buy my 

. -- | i, 


Peace, 1 can afford a pun—_ _ 
Wild. So thou canſt of any thigg about thee. ” 
Dian. Well, your Proje&, my dear Tommy ? £34 


Wild. Thus then-— , dear Frank, thale to my Uncle, {tell him that' 'Sir N# 
cholas Gettall, as he knows, being dead, and having left, as he knows'too,”6neonely 
Daughter his whole Exccutrix, Mrs, Charſet, 1 have by my civil and chodeft bd 
viour, ſo won npon her heart, that two nights ſmce the left her Fathers Coanttys 
houle at Lyſim in- Kent, in ſpight of all her fri Guards, and run away-with re. | 
be) 4 D Dref 


—_ . 


- Dref.” How; wilt thou tell him of it then? + 1) "0: HG a3 
11d. Hear me---That 1 have hitherto ſecured her at 2 Friends houſe Bert in the 
City 5 but diligent ſearch being now made, dare traſt her there no longer. And 
make it my humble Requeſt by you, my Friend, ( who are onely privy to this ſecret ) 
that he wou'd give me leave to bring her home to his houſe 3 whoſe very Authority 
will defend her from being fought for there. 

Drefſ.: Aye, Sir, but what will come of this, I {ay ? | FN 

Wild. Why a Settlement : You know he has already made me Heir to all he has, 
after his deceaſe 3 but for being a wicked Tory, as he calls me. he has, after the Wri- 
tings were made. fign'd, and ſeal'd, refus'd to give *erm in truſt, Now when he ſecs 
I have.made my Ts Matter of fo valt a Fortune, he will immediately Garrender ;- that 
recgonriles all again, + 

Dreſſ. Very likely 3 but wo't thou truſt him with the woman; Thomas: 7 

Wild. No; here's Dians, who as | ſhall bedizen , ſhall paſs for as ſubſtantial an 
Aldermans Heireſs, as ever fl! into wicked hands. He never knew -the right Chay- 
lot, nor indeed has any budy ever (cen hegwbut an old Aunt and Nurſe, the was ſo 
kept up : ---- And there, Diana, theu (halt have a good opportunity to lye, difſem- 
ble, and jilt in abundance, to keep thy hand in ure. | 
Prithce; dear Dreſſwel, hatic with the News to him. 

Dreſſc Faith, 1 like this wal cnough 3 this Project may take, and VI} abour it. 

Goes aut, 

Wild. Go, get ye home, and trick and betawder your af up like a City. 
Lady, rich, but ill-faſbion'd 3 on with all your Jewels, but not a-Patch, ye Giplie, 
porno Spanith Paint, d'ye hear. | 

Dian. Fl warrant you for my part, , 

* Wild. Then betore the old Gentleman, you muſt behave your (elf very ſoberly, 
fimplc, and demure, and look as prew asat a Conventicle 3 and take heed you drink 
not off your Glaſs at Table, nor xant, nor {wear 3 one Oath. contounds our Plot, and 
> betrays tic to bean errant Drab. 

Dian.' Doubt not my Art of Diſhmulation, 
Wild. Go, batte and dreſs--- [ Exit Dian. Bet. and Boy, 
Exter 1. Gall. and Cloſet above in the Balconey, Wild. geing out, ſees vhems, tops, 
._ , and reads @ Paper. | 
* Wid. Hah, who's yonder, the Widow! a Pox upon't, now have not I power to 
" flix : the has a damn'd haok upon my Heart, and 'nothing but right down lying 
' with her, will 'daplve the Charm. (She has forbid anc freeing her, and therefore I + 
ar ſure will the r take notice of mc. | Reads. 

Cleſ. What will you put on &@ night, Madam ? you kyow you arc to ſup at Sir' 
Timotby Treat-all's. mw 

L. Gal. Time cnovgh for that 3 prithee let's take a turn in this Pakoney, this 
iCity-garden, where we walk to take the frelbs Air of the Sea-coat-(moak. Did the 
pokmae g0 back, as I order'd kim, to fee how Wilding and Sir Charks parted > 
4 Clef, be did, Madam and nothing cou'd provoke'Sir Charles to tight after your 
| ythips trick Commands. Wet, Fil (wear b&s'the (weeteſt natur'd Gemtleman--- 

as 4M the advantages of Nature and Fortuue : 1 wonder what Exception your -Lae 
(Ip la$io hin ! | 
| L.Gak 


he's reading of a Letter ſare, 

Wild. So, {he ſces me. Now for an Art to make her lure me : for though 
have a greater mind than ſhe, it ſhall be all her own 3 the Match lhe to!d me of this: 
morning with my Uncle, Picks plaguily upon ry. ſtomach 3 I mult break\che-neck 
on't, or break the Widows heart, that's certain; It -I adrenes towards the daor 
now, ſhe frowning]y retires ; if 1;pafs on, *tis likely ſhe may call me. ©| Advancer. 

L. Gall. I think he's paſling on, 

Without ſo much as looking towards the window. 

Clof. He's glad of the excuſe of being forbidden, | 

L. Call. But, Cloſet, knoweft thon not he has abus'd my fame, 1 
And does he think to paſs thus unupbraided ? 
Is there no Art to: make _him look this way ? 
No trick ? ---Prithee faign to laugh. { Elo. laughs. 

Wild. So, I ſhall not an{wer to that Call; 

L. Gall, He's going! Ah, Cloſet, my Fan ! --- | Lets fall ber Fan juſt «s be paſſes by; 
he takes it up, and looks wp.] Cry mercy, Sir,. I'm forry 1 mult trouble you to bring” |. 
it, 

Wild. Faith, fo aml; and you may {pare my pains, and fend your Woman for'e, 
I am in haſte. © . 

L. Gall. Then the quickeſt way will be to bring it. 

Goes out of the er with Cloſer, 

IWild. 1 knew I ſhould be drawn in one preg or other, 


SCENE Ck to a Chamber. 


Enter L. Gall. Cloſet # them 1 nw delivers the Fan, and is retiring. + 
L. Gall. Stay z | hear you're wonderous ce of your Tongue, © when *tis- 
on me. 


Wild. Who I, Widow ? 1 think of no ſuch trifles, 

L. Gall.- Such Railers never think when PHhey're abuſive 3 but ſomething you have 
ſaid, a Lye ſoinfamous ! 

Wild. A Lye, and infamous of you ! impoffible ! 

What was it that I calvd you, Wiſe, or Honeſt ? 

L. Gall. -How, can you accuſe me for the want of cither ? 

Wild. Yes, of both : Had youa grain of Honeſty, or intended ever to be thought 
ſo, wou'd you have the impudence to marry an old Coxcomb , a Fellow'thae will 
not {0 much as ſerve you for a Cloak, he is ſo vilibly and undeniably impotent? 

I. Gall. Your Uncle you mean. 

Wild. Idoz who has not known the joy of Fornication this thirty -year, Sed nt" 
the Devil and yen have put it into his head to marry, forſooth; Oh the F _— of 
the Wedding-night ! 

L. Gall. [hich you; with all your railing Rhetorick , thall not have: power to * 
hinder. . D a Wild. 


loole 


NN 


EG me fonall Exception to his whin ; but I chink my chicſth - 3 
ecauſe my Relations wiſh ic a whining humours . 
Ic —- not ha nt bat natural contradiction. Hah, is not that Wilding yonder? 


.. 


--+ Fid. Notif you can help.it : for I perceive you are reſolv'd-to bt alewd incor- 
rigiblc finer, and marryct this ſeditious doting fool my Uncle, -onely lng him - © 
out forthe ligne of the Cuckold, to give notice where Beauty is to bepurchas'd; for 

- fear otherwile we ſhould miſtake, and think thee honeſt, 

'L.. Gall. So much for my want of Honeſty ; my Witis the Part of the Text you 
are to hand! next. 

Wild. Let the World.judge of thit, by this one ation : This Marriage undifpu- 
tably.robs you both of your Mepieaticn and Pleaſure. | Mazry an old Fool, becauſe 
he*s.rich? when ſo. many handſome proper younger Brothers wou'd be glad-of * 
you ! 

L.Gall. Of which hopeful number your ſelf are one. 

Wild. Who, 1! Bear witneſs, Cloſet ; take notice Fm upon my Marriage, Widow, 
and ſach a Scandal an my Reputation might ruine me : therefore have a care what 

oulay. 9} 
: L. Gall. Ha, ha, ha, Marriage | Yes, I kear you give it out, you are to be married 
to me: for which Defamation, if I be not reveng'd; hang me.. 

Wild. Yes, you arc reveng'd : I had the fame of vanquiſhing where-cxe I laid 
my Sicge,/ till F knew thee, hard-hearted thee 3 had the. honeſt Reputation of lying 
with the Magiſtrates Wives, when their Reverend Husbands were employ'd in the 
neceſſary Affairs of the Nation, ſeditiouſly petitioningz and then I was eſteemed; 
but now they look on me as a monſterous thing, that makes honourable Love to 
you 3 Oh hideous, a Husband-Lover ! So that now I may proteſt, and ſwear, and 
lye my heart out, I find ncither Credit nor Kindneſs 3 but whey I beg for cither, my 
Lady Galliard's thrown in my Diſh: Then they laugh aloud, and cry, Who would 
think it of gay, of fine Mr. Wilding ! Thus the City She-wits are. let looſe upon 
me, and all for you, ſweet Widow 3 but I am reſolved I will redeem my Reputation 
again, if never ſeeing you nor writing to you more, will do it ; And fo fazewcl, 
faithleſs and ſcandalous honeſt woman, X 

L. Gall. Stay, Tyrant. | 

Wild. lam engag'd., 

L.Gall. Youare not. _ 

Wild. Iam, and am reſolv'd to loſe no more time on a peeviſh woman, who va--. 
lues her Honour above her Lover. ' © [ He goes out. 

L.Gell. Go ; this is the nobleſt way & loſing; thee. | 

Cleſ. Muſt not I call him back ? | 

L. Gall, No.; It any honeſt Lover come, admit him ; I will forget this Devil. 
Fetch me ſome Jewels 3 the company to night at Sir Timothy's may divert me. 

| | [ She fits down before ber Glaſs. 
Enter Boy. | 


Boy,. Madam, one Sir Anthony Meriwill wou'd ſpeak. with your Ladyſhip. 

L. Gall. Admit him 3 ſure 'tis Sir Charles his Uncle: - if he come to treat a Match - 
with me for his Nephew, he takes me in the critical. minute. Wou'd he but lcave 
his whining, I might love him, if 'twere but in revenge. + 

Enter Sir Anthony Meriwill and Sir Charles. 

Sir Anth. So, I have tutor'd the young Rogue, I hope he'll learn in-time.. Good : 

day to your Ladyſhip 3 _ Charles | putting him forward} my Nephew here, Madam--- 


i 


being as { your NE ENT arial We ADell en” 
him, {ce if hel! bat = Fs he's a byigk Lover Madai, w en he ohcebggins.. 


A*Pox 6n him, hel fpoit all yet. 
L. Gall. Pleaſe you Te, Sir. 
Sir Char, Madam; 1-beg your Pardon "= my Rudeneſs. 


L Gall. Still whining?--- Dreſſing her ſelf careleſlys 
Sir Anth, Drye hear that, Sirrah ? Oh damn'it, beg, Par on! The Regue's quite 
out of 's part. 


Sir Char, Madam, p fear my Viſit is unſcaſonaVe. 

Sir Anth. Unſeaſonable ! Damn'd Rogue, unſeaſonable 0 Widow _ Quice 
ont, 

L.G48, There are indeed ſore Ladies that wou'd be angry,at an untimely Viſie, 
before they've put on their beſt Faces 3 but1 am-none of thoſe that wou'd be fair in 
ſpight-of Nature, Sir.---Put on this Jewel here. [ To Clo. 

Sir Char, That Beauty needs no Ornatnent, Heaven has beer! too bountiful. 

Sir Anth. Heaven ! Oh Lord, Heaven ! a Puritanical Rogue, he courts her like 
her Chaplain; | Afide upxt. 

E. Gall. You are ſtill fofull of Univerſi ty-Complements--- 

Sir Anth. D'ye hear that, Sirrah? --- Aye fo he is, fo he is indeed, Madam. ---To* 
her like a man, ye Knave. [ Aſide to bims. - 

Sir Char. Ah, Madam, Tam come! * 

Sir Anth. Toſhew your felf a Coxcomb. 

L. Gall. To tire 'me with diſcourſes of your Paſſion.---Fic, how this Curl firs? 

Enoking. m the Gleſt; 

Sir Char. No, you ſhalt hear no more of that ungratetul ſubject; 

Sir Anth, Son of a Whore, hear to more of Love, damw'd Rogue! Madam, by. 

George heflyes ; he-does come to ſpeak of Love, and make Love, and to do.Love; 
and all for Love. ----Not coine to {peak of Love, with a Pox ! *Owns, Sir, behave 
your ſc1t like a man 3 be impudent, be ſawcy, forward,  bold;- towzing; 'and lewd, 
d'ye hear, or I'!| beat thee before her. Why what a Pox ! Afide tobim, he minds it not, 

Sir Char. Finding my hopes quite Joſt in your unequal Favours-to young, Wilding, 
I'm quitting of the Town. 

L. Gall. You will do well to do ſo,---Lay by that Necklace z I'll wear PearF.co. 

Y. [To Chof. 

Sir Antb. Confounded Blockhead ! --» By George, he lyes: again, Madam. A Dog,. 
FIldiſ-inherit him. { «fide. Ws, He quit the Town, Madam ! no, not whilt your Lady-- 
hipis in it, to my ge. He'll live in the Town,-nay, in the Street where 
you live nay, in the Houſe z nay, in the-very Bed, by George 3 I've heard him a 
thouſand times ſwear it, Swear it now, Sirrahi: . Look, look, how he ſtands now ! 
Why dear Charles, Boy, ſwear a little, ruffle her, and ſwear Damn it, ſhe- ſhall 
have none but thee. afide to bim. | Why you little think, Madam, that this Nephew 
of mine is one of the maddeſt Fellows in all Devonſvire. | 

L. Gall, Wow'd T cou'd feet, Sir. - 

Sir Anth. Sce't !- look ye there, yo Rogue. --- Why *tis al his fault, Madam. He's 
ſeldom ſober 3 then he has a dozen Wenches in pay, that he may with the more Au-+ 
thority 
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Sir Char, How I have lov'd you, my deſpairs (hall witneſs ; forl will die to pure. 
chaſe your content. ne She riſes, Ty 
Sir Anth, Die, a damn'd Rogue ! Aye, aye, I'll diinherit him ; A dic, wi 
a Pox! No, he'll be hang'd hrſt, Madam, | =_—_s 
Sir Char. And {ure you'll pity me when Fam dead. 
Sir dnth. ACuiſe on him ; pity, with a Pox! I'll give him ne'er a Souſe., 


L. Gall. Give me that Efſence-bottle, | [To Cloſ. 
Sir Char. But for a xecompence of all my ſufferings--- 

L. Gall. Sprinkle my Handkercher with Tuberuſe, [To Clok 
Sir Char. | beg a Favour you'd afford a ſtrapger. | 

[L. Gall. Sooner perhaps. What Jewel's that ? [T9 Cloſ. 


Cloſi One Sir Charles Meriwill--- 

L; Gall. Sent, and you recciv'd without my order | 
No wonder that he looks ſo (curvily. 

Givehim the Trifle back to mend his humour, 

Sir Anth, 1 thank you, Madam, for that repromand. © Look in that Glaſs, Sir, 
and admire that ſneaking Coxcomb's Countenance of yours : A Pox on him, he's 
paſt Grace, loſt,” gone, not a Soule, not a Groat 3 gnod buy to you, Sir. Madam, 1 
-bgg your Pardon 3 the next time I come a wooing, it {hall be for my (elf, Madam, ' 
wa I have ſomething that will juſtthe it c004. -but as for this fellow, if your Lady- 
ſhip have c'er a (mall Page at lcifure, ] dclire he may have order to kick him down 

"ſtairs. Adamn'd Rogue, to be civil now, when he ſhou'd have bchav'd himſcif 
handſomely ! Not an Accc, not & Shilling, --buy,Sir Softhead. { gaing out,meet» Wild. 
- and returns.) Hah, who have,we here, hum, the fine mad Fellow ? So, fo, hell 
(windge him I hope 3, Il ay. to have therpleaſure of ſeeing it done. 
. Enter Wilding, hrwſhes by Sir Charlcs. 


Wild. | was ſure *twas Meriwilt's Coach at door, [ Aſide. 
Sir-Char. Hah, Wilding ! | . 
Sir Anth. Aye, now Sir, here's one will waken ye, Sir... - .. [ To Sir Char, 


Wild. Row now, Widow, you arc always giving Audience to Lovers, I (ce. 
Sir Char, You're very free, Six, , 
Wild. Ymalways fo in the Widows Lodgings, Sir. 
Sir Anth. Arare Fellow.! 
Sir Chars You wilknot do't elſewhere ? 
11d. Not with {o much Authority, of 
Sir Anth, Anadinirable Fellow !.-4 muſt be acquainted with him, 
Sir Char, Is this the Reſpect you: pay women of her Quality ? 
Wild. The Widow knows 1 ftand not much on Ceremonies. 
Sir Anth,” Gad; he ſhallbe my Heir. ._. [ Afide ſtill, 
L. Gall. Pardon him, Sir, this.is his Cambridge-brecding, 
Sir Anth. Aye fo 'tis, fo *tis 3 that two years there quite ſpoil'd him, 
. L. Gall, Six, if you've any farther bulineſs with me, ſpeak it if not, I'm going 
orth, | | 
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Sir Anth- to a Widow, ia ſhort ! quite loſt, 
Sir Char. I find you treat me ill for my Reſpe&y 
And: when I court you next, w 
1 will forget how very .much/l foec-you..”*- £ 
Sir Aith. Six, 1 ſhall be proud of your  —_ acquaintance; for I like, love, and 


-. 


honour you. - 
Witd. Fl rudy: to deſerve it, Sir, . 

Sir Anth. Madara, your Sergant , A damn'd ſneaking Dog to be civil and modeft, ** 
with a Pox | [ Exit Sir Char. and SiAnth. © 
L.Gall.. See if my Coach be ready, ; [ Exit CloC. 

Wild. Whitherare yor- janting now 2 © | x 
L. Gall. Where.you dare not wait'on me 3 to your Uncles to-Supper. 
Wild. That Uyele ot mine pimps for all the Sparks ot his Party 3 
There they-all meet and bargain without ſcandal : 
Fops of all ſorts and .fizes you. may chuſc. 
Whig-land affords not ſuch another Market, 
Enter Cloſet. » 
Cloſ, Madam, here's Sit Timothy Treat-a/l come to wait on: your Ladyſhip to Supe 
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F, X 
Wild. My Uncle ! Oh,'damn him, he was born to be my Plague- : Not diſ-inhc-- 
riting me had been ſo great a-dilagpoimment ;' and'it he fees me here; T'ruine alli 
the Plats I've kid fot hum. ,[:Ha;-he's here! : | 

Sir Tim. How, my Nephew Thomas hee | 

Weld. Madan, I tind"you can be cruel too, 
Knowing my Uncle has abavdon'd me, 

Sir Tun. How now, Sir, what's your bufineſs here'? 

Wild.. 1 came tobeg,.a Favour of my Lady Galliard, Sir, knowing her Power and: 
Quality hcre in the City, 

Sir Tim. How, a Favour of may Lady. Gaitiar4! The Rogue faid indeed he wou'd 
CUTS me. [ afide.} Why, Sir, thought you had been taken up with your righ- + 
Heirefs ? 

Wild. That was my buſmeſs now, Sir : {Having in. tiygoſſeſſion the. Daughter and 
Heir of Sir Nicholas Gettall, T would have made uſe of the Authority«.of-. my Lady , 
Galliard's houfe to. have fecur'd hex, till I got things in order tor our Marriage 3 but + 
my Lady, to put me off, cryes, I have an Uncle. 

L. Galh, A welk-coptriv'd Lye. | [ Afide. 

Sir.Tins. Well, T have heard of your good. Fortune 5 and however a Reprobace 
thou haſt been, ll not ſhew my {elt ſo undutiful an-Uncle; as not to givecthe Gentle» 
woman a little houfe-room : | heard-indeed (he was gone a week ago, 

And, Sir, my houſe is at your ſervice. x 
Wildg. 1 hugibly thank you, Sir.. Madam; your Servante; &A Pox upon bim,and 
all his Aﬀociation, | | Goes.ouhe, 
<Sir Tim, 'Corne, Madam, my Coach waits bclove.. Exit, 
ACT:- 
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ACT the Third, + 
SceNE the Firſt. A Room. 


Enter Sir Timothy Treat-all afd Jervice. 


Sir Tiom, Ere, take my Sword, Fervice. What have you (inquir'd/as I direftcd 
you concerning the rich Heireſs, Sir Nicholas Gettall's Daugher ? © 

Fer. Alas, Sir, inquir'd ! why *tis all the City-News, that the's run away with'one 
of the 'maddelt Tories about. Town. 

Sir Tim. Good Lord ! Aye, aye,'tis ſo 3 the plaguic Rogue my Nephew has got 
her. - That Heaven ſhou'd drop ſuch Bleſſings in the mouths of the Wicked ! © WelP 
Fervice, what Company have we in the houſe. Fervice ? 

Fer. Why truclyFir, a fine deal, confidering there's no Parliament. 

Sir Tim. What Lords have we, Fervice ? s 

Fer. Lords, Sir! truly none. 

Sir Tim. None! what ncer a Lord! Some miſhap will befal me, ſome dire miſ(- 
chance : Ncer a Lord ! ominous, ominous ! our Party dwindles dayly. What, nor 
Earl, nor Marquiſs, nor Duke, nor neer a Lord? Hum, my Wine will lie moſt vil. 
lanouſly upon my hands tonight, Fervice. What, have we (tore of Knights and Gen- 
tlemen ? 

Fer. I know not what Gentlemen there be, Sir; but there are Knights, Citizens, 
their Wives and Daughters. 

Sir Tim, Make us thankful for that ; our Meat will not lie upon our hands then, 
Fervice ; Tl ſay that for our little Londoners, they arc as tall fellows at a well-charg'd 
Board as any in Chriſten 1om. 

Fer. Then, Sir, theze's Nonconformiſt-Parſons. 

SirTim. Nay, then we ſhall have a-cleerBoard : for your true Proteſtant Appetite 
in a Lay-Elder, does a mans Table credit, 

Fer. Then, Sir, there's Country. Juſtices and Grand-Jury-men. 

Sir Tim, Well cough, well cnough, Fervice. . 

Enter Mrs. Senfure. 

Sen. An'c like your Worſhip, Mr. Wilding is come in with'a Lady richly dreſt in 
Jewels, mask'd, in his hand, and will not be deny'd ſpeaking with your Worſhip. 

Sir Tim. Hah, rich in Jewels! this muſt be ſhe. My Sword again, Fervice, ---- 
Bring *em up, Senſzre, ---- Prithee how do 1 look tonight, Fervice ? | Setting himſelf, . 

Fer. Oh, molt mcthodically, Sir. 

Enter Wild. and Diapa and Betty. | 
. WWild. Sir, I have brought into-your kind protcCtion the richeſt Jewel all London 
can afford, fair Mrs. Charlot Gettall. 

Sir Tim. Blels us, ſhe's raviſhing fair + Lady; I had the honour of being intimate 
with your worthy Father, I think he has becn dead---- 

#4 Dian, 


- Dian! he chaſtize me much on that point, T ſhall ſppil all, Alas, Sig, name him 
not-3 for it yau noting) Ve ſure I cannot anſwer you one Queſtion. _[ Aſide. 
Wild. For Heaven lake, Sir, name not her Father to-her 3 the bare remembrance 
of him kills her. [ Aſide to him. 
Sir Tim. Alas; poor Soul ! Lady, I beg your Pardon. How ſoft-hcarted (he's ! 1 
am in love 3 Lhad already a tickling kind of I know not what,run frisking through my 
Veins-. | 0 [ Aſide. * 

Betty. Aye, Sir, the good Alderman has been dead this twelvemonth juſt, and has 
leſt his Daughter here, my Miftriſs, three thouſand pound a year. Weeping. 
Sir Tim. Three thouſand pound a year ! Yes, yes, I am in love. [ Afi 

Bet. Beſides Money, Plate, and Jewcls. . 

.Sir Tim.. Vl mazry her out of hand: | afide. | Alas, I cou'd even weep too but 
'tis in vain. Well, Nephew, you may be gone now : for "tis not neceſſary you ſhou'd 
be {cen here, d c ſee. [ Puſving bim out, 

Wild. You ſce, Sir, now, what Heaven has done forme 3 and you have otten told 
me, Sir, when that was kind, you wou'd be ſo. Thoſe Writings, Sir,'by which you 
were ſo good to make me Heir to all your Eſtate, you ſaid you wou'd put into my 

effion, whene'er I made it appear to you I could live without 'em,. or bring you 
a Wife of Fortune home. 

Sir Tim. And I will keep my word ; 'tis tiove enough. [Putting bim out. 

Wild. 1 have, *tis true, been wicked 3 but I ſhall now turn from my evil ways, c-- 
ſabliſh my ſelf in the religious City, and enter iato the Aﬀociation, There wants 
but theſe ſame Writings, Sir, and your good Charatter ot me. 

Sir Tim. Thou ſba't have both all in good time, man : Go, go thy ways, and 
I'l warrant thee for a good CharaGer ;, go. x 

Wild. Ay, Sirz- but the Writings, becauſe I told her, Sir, I was your H:ir 3 nay, 
forc'd to {wear it too, before ſhe wou'd believe me. 

Sir Tim. Alas, alas, how (ſhrewdly thon wer'c put to! T 

Wild. 1told her too, you'd buy a Patent for me : for nothing wooes a City-For- 
tune like the hopes of a Ladyſhip. 

' Sir Tim. I'm glad of that 3 that I can ſettle on her preſently, [Afide.- 

Wild. You mayipleaſe to-hjnt ſomething to her of my Godly Life and Conver- 
fation;' that Ifrequent Conventicles, and am drunk nowhere but at your true Pray 
teſtant Conſults and Clubs, and the like. = 

&r Tim, Nay, if theſe will pleaſe her, 1 have her for certain. | afide.]} Goy. go, 
fear not my good word. 19M 

Wild. But the Writings, Sir.--- | ' ad of 

Sir Tim. Amt a Jew, a/Eurk-? Thou ſha't have any thing, now I find thee a 
Lad of Parts, and one that can provide ſo well for thy Uncle. Aﬀide. 

Puts him gut, and addreſſes himſelf to the Lady. 

Wild. Wou'd they were hang'd thatuſt you, that have but the Art of Lejer 
main, and can open the Japan-Cabinet 1n your Bcd-chamber, where I know thoſe 
Writingsate: Kept. - Death; 'what a diſappointment's here,! -1 wou'd aſwornzthis 
Sham had paſt upon him4-But, Sir, (hall | not have the Writings now ? RY 

Sir Tim; . What not gone yet ! for ſhame, away: Cant thou diſtrult thy .o'vn na- 
tural Uncle ? Fie, away, Tom, away- | 
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Wild. APlague your damn'd Diffimulation , that never-failing all 
Party, there's ahooe miſchief at the bottom on't3, I know —— 
be the Word. When next 1 ſee you, Uncle, ic ſhall colt you dearer. Pavir, 
Enter Jervice. -P 
er. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, Supper's almoſt over, and you are askt for... | 


ir Tim, They know I never ſup : 1 ſhall come time enough to bid 'em welcome, 
by ® Exis Jer. 


'2 


Dian. I k , Sir, from Supper and better Company. 
Sir Tim. a I a Glutton, 1 cow'd be ſatish'd 


With feeding on thoſe two bright ſtarry Eyes. 
Dian. You are a Churtier, Sir z we City-tnaids do ſeldom hear fach 


in which you ſhew your kindneſs to your Nephew, more than yours -of 


what my Beauty merits. 
' Sir Tim. Lord, Lord, how innocent (he is! (of) My Nephew, Madam ? yes, 
yes, I cannot chuſe but be wondgrous kind upon his ſcore. | 

Dian. Nay, he has often told me, you were the beſt of Uncles, and he deſerves 
your goodneſs ; ſo hopeful a young Gentleman. ' 

Sir Tim. Wou'd I cou'd (ce't, [ Afide. 

Dian. So modeſt. 

Sir Tim. Yes, ask my Maids. [ Afide, 

Dian. So civil. 


and ſhape of mine, fix thouſand pound a 
that ſhall be nameleſs, I ſee no reaſon why I ſhould not beget an Hei 
Body, had I the helping hand of a certain viQtorious perſon in the world, 


be nameleſs. and 

Dian. Meaning me, Tam ſure : If I ſhou'd marry him now, and | 
dear Inconſiant with an Heir of his own begetting, "twou'd bes moſt 

venge for paſt Kindneſſes. Fr 
* Sir Tim. | know your Ladyſhip is ſtudying now who this victorious perſon ſhou'd 
cane but let it ſhe is, Madam, within a mile of an 

k. 
Dian. No, Sir, 1 was confidering, if what you fay be true, 
How enadviſcdly I have lov'd your Nephew, 


Who ſwore to mt he was to be your Heir. 

Sir Tim. My Heir, Madam ! aml1 ſo viſibly old to be ſo deſperate ? 
'No, Pm in my years of defires and diſcretion, 
And I have thoughts, darſt | but utter *em 3 
But modeſtly ſay, Mum--- - 

Dian. 1 took him for the eſt Gentleman--- 

Sir Tim. Let him hope on, fo will I; and yet, Madam, in confideration of your: 
love to him, and becauſe he is my Nephew, young, handfornc, witty, and ſoforth, bk 
am coritent to be fo much a Parent to him, as, if Heaven plcaſe,-—-to ſee him fairly 
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deſerv'd it, Madam 3 Fi for lampooning the Reverend City, 
its noble Government, with the Right Honourable Gown-rncn;, libelling 

g, and ſome for Faſting, ſome for Cuckolds, and ſome for -ma- 


| number 3 the ſins of Forty One reviv'd again in Eighty 
One, with Additions and Amendments : for which, though the We | 

drawn by which I made him my whole Executor, I will diſ-inherit him. Secopdly, 
Madam, he deſerves hanging for ſeducingand mot feloniouſly bearing away a young 


City-Heireſs, . 
Dian, Undone, undone ! Oh with what face can I retum again! 
What man of Wealth or Reputation, now 
Will think me worth the owning ! [ Feigns to weep. 
Sir Tim. Yes, yes, Madam, there are honeſt, diſcreet, religious and true Proteſtane 
Knights in the City, that would be proud to dignific and diſtinguiſh ſo worthy a 


Bwine and fatans. 
Bet. to your hits, and take fortune by PI |... (97A 
---Alas, Madam, oo Knight, and poor too |! 
Sir Tim. As a Tory-Poect. 
Ber. jo > aagaanyromans if the worſt come to the worſt, you have Eſtate 
or both. 
Dian. Aye, were he but honeſt, Betty. \ Weeping, 
Sir Jim. 1 Ithink he will not ſteal ; but for his Body, the Lord have mercy 


Dian. "Tis evident I am betray'd, abus'd ; 
H'as lookt, and fightd, and talkt away my Heart 3 * 
H'as ſworn and vow'd, and flatter'd me torvine. [ Weeping. - 

Sir Tim. A (mall fault with him he has flatter'd and ſwom me out ot many a 
fair thouſand : Why he has no more Conſcience than a Polititian, nor no more 
Truth than a Narrative ( under the Roſe.) * 

Dian. Is there no Truth nor Honeſty Pth* World ? 

Sir Tim. Troth, very little, and that lies all i'th' City, amongſt us ſober Magji- 
ſtrates. | 

Dian. Were I a man, how wou'd I be reveng'd ! | 

Sir Tim. Your Ladyſhip might do it better as you are, were I worthy to adviſe 
you. 

Dian. Name it. 

Sir Tim. Why by marrying your Ladyſhips moſt affur'd Friend, and moſt humble . 
Servant, Timothy Treat-all of London, Alderman. * * | [ Bowing.- 

Bet, Aye, this is ſomething, Miltrifs 3 here's Reafon ! 

Dian. I have given my Faith and Troth to Wilding, Betty. 

Sir Tim. Faith and Troth! We ſtand upon neither Faith nor Troth in the City, 
Lady. I have known an Heireſs. married-and bedded, and yet withthe advice of the 
wiſer Magiſtrates, has. been unmarried and conſummated anew with. another, fo it 
ſtands our Intereſt ; "tis Law by Magna Charts. Nay, had you married my un- 


gracious Nephew, we might, by this our Miges Charts have hang d him for 8 Rape. 
2 


Dian. 


I; 


28 The City-Feireſs : or, Sir Tamothy 
Dian. What, though he had my conſent ? | 
Sir Tim. That's nothing, he had not ours. | 4. , 

Dian. Then thou'd I marry you by ſtealth, the danger wou'd be the fame; --*-**? 

Sir Tim. No, no, Madam, we ncver accaſe one another ; ' *tis the poor Rogues, 
the Tory Raſcals, we always hang. Let *em accuſe me if they pleaſe, alas, I come 
off hand-{mooth with Ignoramus, | 


' 
x 


Enter Jervice. þ 

Jer. Sir, there's ſuch calling for your Worſhip! They are alf very merry , the * 
Glaſſes go briskly about. v7 4 

Sir Tim. Go, go, Illcome when all the Realths are paft; I love no Healths, 

Fer. They ate all over, Sir, and the Ladies are fordancivg ; fo they are all adjour- 
ning from the Dining-room hither, as more commodious for that Exerciſe, I think 
they're coming, Sir. 

* Sir Tim. Hah, coming ! Call Senſzre to wait on the Lady to tier Apartment. --- 
And, Madam, 1 do molt heartily recommend- my moſt humble Addrefs to your moſt 
judicious conſideration , hoping you will moſt vigorouſly, and with all your might, 
maintain the Rights and Privil dges' of the honourable City 3 and not fuffer the 
force or per{wahon of any Arbitrary Lover whatſoever, to ſubvert their Ancient and 
Fundamental Laws, by ſeducivg and forcibly bearing away fo rich and fo illuſtrious a 
Lady : and, Madam, we will unanimouſly ſtand by you with our Lives and Fortunes. 
--» This I learnt from a Specch at the Election of a Burgeſs. 

Leads her to the door: ſhe goer out with Betty. and Senſure. 


Enter Mufick, lojings Sir Anthony Meriwill dancing with a Lady in bis band, Sir 
JN 


Charles with Lady Galliard, ſeveral other women and men. 
Sir Axth. | linging. ] Philander was a jolly Swain, 
And lov'd by evry Laſs 
IWhom when he mes wpon the Plain, 
He laid upon the Graſs. 


- And bere be kift, and there be playd 
With whiz, and then the tother, 
Till every wanton ſmiling Maid 
Alt laſt became a Mother. 


And to ber Swain, and to boy Swain, 
The Nympb. begins to yield ; 
KR »fft, and bregtbe, then tv't again, 


4hou'rt Maſter of the Field. 
Clapping Sir.Char. on the back. 


Sir Char. And if F keepit not, fay I'm a Coward, Uncle. 
Ser Anth. More Wine there, Boys, I' keep the Humour ups | 

| [ Enter Botthes and Glaſſes. 
Sir Tim. How ! young Meriwill (6 cloſe w the Widow! »- * 
, - Madame— 
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Madam-=—o/tliowrs cr [ Addrefine bimſel Con, $i Char, pu bi Fl 

Sk-Ohar, SteTimorby; why what 4 Pox doti thou riog}that arg 
Schiſmatical, Phanatical, Small- beer-face of thine 1 mto good Company be Wim 
4 full GlaG roche Widow's tcalth, © -+ | 

Sis Tim. O lack, Sir Charles, no Healths for me, 1 pray. 

Sir Chas; Heark ye, leave chat couzening, canting,fanQtin'd Sneer of y why york (inte 
ye me like a ſober loyal Magitirate, all thoſe Healtfs you are behind, from Hits fatred 
Majeſty, whom God long prefetve; with the ret of: che, Feoyal Family, even down to 
this wicked 'Wilow; whom-Heaven ſoon: convert from her rk defigies upon my 
Body. uling Sir Tim. to kneel, 

Sir Amth. A rare Boy ! he ſhall have all my Eſtate. 

Sir Tims How, the Widow # lewd detigne upon, his Body! ! Nay, then I am jea- 
lous. | | Aide. | 

E. Golly ha lewd Pe IS upon your Body ! for what, 1 wonder ?” 

Sir Char. Why, tos! villanous Matriflony... 

FE. Gal. Who,'l!' 

Sir Char. Who, you? yes, you. 

Why are thoſe Eyes dreſt in inviting, Love ? 

Thoſe ſoft bewitching Smiles, thoſe rifting Breaſts, he 4 
And all thoſe Charms that make you fo adozablc, Ta \ f 
Ive not to draw Fools into Matrimony.? * 

Sir Anth. How's that, how's that !* Charles at his Adorables a Charms! ' __ 
mult have Cother Health, he'll-fall- to - bis. old . Dog-trot again elſe, . Come, *come, 
every man his Glaſs. Sir Timathy, you are fix behind. Come, Charles, name 'em 


" Fr ' 


all, | Each take a Glaſr,and force Sir Tim. on bis knees. 

Sir Char. -—Not bate ye an Ace, Sir ; Come, his Majefties Health, and Confuſion - 
to his Enemies, [ They go to force bis mouth open to drinks 

Sir Tim. Hold, Sir, hold, it Irmuſt drink, I muſt 3, but this [is very Arbitrary, me-- 
thinks. [ Drinkg. 

Sir nth. And now, Sir, to the Royal Duke of Albany. Mulick, play a Scotch - 
Tig. * | Mſich plays, they ”_ .v 


Sir Tim, This is meer Tyranny: 

Enter Jervice, 

Fer. Sir, these is juft alighted at the. Gatg a Perſon of Quality, as appears By his : 
Train, who give him the Title of a Lord. 

St TinmHow, a (irange Lord ! Condu@t him up with Ceremony, LIN —_— 
*Ods fo, hos here ! 

Enter Wilding #n- diſguiſe, Dreflwell; and Footmen and Pager. 

Wild. Sir, by your-Reverend Aſpect, you ſhou'd be the Renown'd Meſter de Hotell ? 

» Sir Tim. Meter de Otell ! | have not the honour to know any of that name3.- . 
am call'd Sir Timothy Treat-al. " [ Bowin 
- Wild, The ſame, Sir: L have beengbred abroad, and thought all. Perfans of On | 

lity had ſpoke French. C | 

Sir Tim. Not City Perſons of Quality, my Lord, 

Wild. Ven glad ore, Sir : for *tis a Nation I hate, as indeed 1 doall Monarchies. 

Sir Tim. Hum! hate Menarchy | Your Lordihip 3s. nioſt welcome, [Pown., 
| : ud'y 
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Sir Tim. Ri he, my Lord ; where every man may hope to re mera 
"Lordſhip is'm larly welcome. © [Bow low: 

Wild. And t I ama firanger to your Perſon, I amnot to your tjame, among 
the ſober Party of the 4mſterdamans , oy the-French Hugonots throughout Genevs 3 
even to Hungary and Poland, fames trumpet ſounds your praile, making the Pope to 
tear, the reſt admire you. * 

Sir Tim. T'm much oblig'd to the Renowned Mobily. 

#44. Soyou will lay, when you ſhalt hear my -Embaſſie. The Potandere by me 
Fate you, Sir, and have in this next new ElcQion, prickt ye down for their ſuccee- 


di 
y 7 How, my Lord, prickt me -down for a King ! Why: this'is wenderful ! 
Prickt me, uriworthy me, down for a ling ! How cou'd I merit this amazing Glory! 

Wild. They know, he that can be ſo great a Patriot to his Native Goumry where 
but private perſon, what muſt he be when Power is on his fide ? 

Sir Tim. Aye, my Lord, my Country, my bleeding Country! there's the 
all my riſing Greatneſs, Shall I be ſo ungrateful to diſappoint this big ing 
Nation? > defeat the ſober Party, and my Ka any ws for any Poliſh Crown ? 
yet,my Lord, I will conſider on't ; Mean time = Houſe is yours. 

Wild. Tve brought you, Sir, the meafure of the Crown : Hah, it fits you to a 
hair. [ Pulls out # Kibon and meaſures bis bead. 
You were by Heaven and Nature fram'd that ſtory + [of 

Sir Anth. Hah, at it again ! | Sir Charles making ſober love. ] Come, we grow 
dull, Cherles : where ſtands the Glaſs ? what, balk my Lady Galliard's Health ! 

They go #0 _ 

Wild. Hah, Galliard---and fo (weet on Meriwill ! { Afide 

L. Gall, If it be your buſineſs, Sir, to drink, I'll withdraw. 

BP Sir Char. Gad, and I'll withdraw with you, Widow. Heark ye, Lady Galliard, 1 
am damnably afraid you cannot bear your Liquor well, you are ſo forward to leave 
Company and a Bottle. 

Sir Tim. Well, Gentlemen, ſince I have done what I never do, to oblige you, I 
hope you'll not refuſe a Health of my Denomination. 

Sir Anth. We ſcom to be ſo uncivil. [ All taky Glaſſes. 

Sir Tim, Why then here's a conceaFd Health that ſhall be nameleſs, to his Grace 
the King of Poland. 

Sir Char. King, of Poland ! Lord, Lord, how your thoughts ramble! 

Sir Tim, Not fo far as you imagine 3 I know what 1 lay, Sir. 

Sir Char. Away with it. { Drink all. 

Wild. 1 ſee, Sir, you ſtill keep up that Engliſh Hoſpicality that ſo renowned onr 
Ance!torsin Hiſtory. [ Looking on L. Gall. 

Sir Tim. Aye, my Lord, my noble Gueſts are my Wife and Children. 

Wild. Are you not married then? Death, he (miles on him ! C Aſide, 

Sir Tim. | had a Wite, but, reſt her Soul, ſbe's dead 3 and I-have no Plague left 
now, but an utgracious Nephew, perverted with Ill Cuſtoms, Tantivie-Opinions , 
and Court-Notions. 

-Wild. Cannot your pious Examples convert him? 

By 


| rs on BintFriod Vane bf | Fr. 
| wr | Y" SEN FRTOTSS 
* havd =" Rai "le mate had ſettled t other diy my 
| woke Eflate upon him, and juſt as I had ſign'd the Writings, Gur conies rh#a Siidh's 
Libel calrd, 4 #; to all god: Chriſtians againſt vets Ars and I doubt 
he had a hand in 4 ven and Acdinophet y 2 Rog ae : Bur ſome ot our ſober Party 
have claw'd him home, i*faith, and given him Rhyme for his-Reaſon, - * 
_ Fn TN ; Sir, Nature, Laws, and Religion, plead for (6 


a Kinſman. 
"£; Tim, Laws and Reb LAyiny Land; ho bfiives ict. he name of Pa 
triot, who does not-for the Good' detie all Laws and Religion. 


Wild. Death] muſt interrupt 'em !--Sir rms, wa what Lady's that ? | Wild.ſalntes bet, 
Sir Tim. I befeech your Lordſhip, know Yis my Lady Galliard : *the reſt are 


all my Friends and rue Proteltantsall'—-Well, my Lord, how do you 
. like my method yr Buſineſs'of the Nation, and carrying onthe Cauſe with 
Wine, — cal d., 


Wild. High feeding and (mare Drinking , gains more to the Party. than your 
ſmart Preaching, 

Sir Tim. Your Lordſhip has-hie it right': A rare man this! * 

Wild. But come, Sir, leave we ſerious affairs, and oblige theſe fair ones. 

- Addreſſes bimſelf to Galliard, Six Charles puts bin by. 
Late Charlot diſguiſed Clacket, and Fopington. 

Charl. Heavens, Clacket, yonders-my fale one, and that my lovely Rival. 

Pointing to Wild. and L. Gall, 
- Enter Diana «sd Senfure maks, and Betty. 

Dian. Dear Mrs. Senſire, this Favour'has 

Sen. I hope you'll not Giſcover it "to his Worlhip, Madam. 

Wild. By her meen, this ſhow'd be handfome---- | Goes to Diana.) Madam, Fhope 
you have not made a Reſolytion to deny me the honour of your hand. 

Dian. Hah, Wilding ! Love can diſcover thee through all diſguiſe. 

Wild. Hah, Diane ! Wou'd *twere Felony to wear a Vizard, Cad , I'd rather 
meet it on the Kings Highway- with Stand and- Deliver, than thus encounter it on . 
the Face of anold Miſirils 3 and the Cheat were more excuſable, ---But how--- 

Talks afide with ber. 

Sir Char. Nay, never frown nor chide: for thus do I intend to ſhew-my Autho« 
ty, nancy Rey eu 5 he - ns 

Wild. Ist fo, my precious ac youlo great a Devil in Hypocrihe ! us 
had I been ſerv, had L brought him the-right woman. F Afide. . 

Dian. But do not think; dear Tommy, I wou'd have ſerv 'Sthee ſo 3 marriee thy 
Uncle, and have cozen'd thee of thy Birthright:---But ſee, we're obſerv'd ?- 

- -Charlot lifening bebind bim allthis whilt. 

Charl. By all that's good, *tis he ! that Voice is his! 

He going-from Dian. tzrns upon Charlot and looks. 

Wild. Hah, what pretty Creatnre's this; . that has'ſo much. of Charlot in her face Y 
But ſure ſhe durſt not ventus©:. "tis:net her ' drefs. nor meen, Dear pretty firanger,.. 
I muſt dance with you 


) 4, ard ſeo ye-hal/Sc; gen you plea: Tho I's noc.idance, Sir. 
bs ele ut mon. Wid... 
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Wild. Norl: ſowe're well manche. 0 ewe wonderous like Des 
-  Chanl, By th' Mals; not {o kind, Sir : - "Twere gued that.ene pf ba 
-to guid the other weel, 

IWi1d..-How young, how innocent, and free ſhe is ? 
And wou'd you, fair one, be guided by me ? 

Charl: In any thing that gued is. 

IWild. 'Vove you extreatnly, and wou'd teach you to love. 

Charl. Ah, wele aday ! (Sigh! and ſmiles. 

Wild. A thivg Fknow A do not underitand 

Charl. Gued taith, and ya're i'th' right, Sir 3 yet 'tis a thing I's often kear ya gay 
men talk of, 

Wild. Ncs, and no doubt have been told thoſe pretty Eyes inſpired it. 

Charl, Gued deed, and fo 1 have: Yamen Shed ſa mickle ado aboot cns Eyes, 

ways me, I'sene tird with fick-like Compliments. { 

Wild. Ah, it you give us Wounds, we muſt complain. 

Charl. Ya may ene keep out a harms way then, 

Wild. Oh, we cannot ; or if we cou'd, we wou'd not. 

Char. Marry and I's have ene a-Song col that tune, Sir. 

Wild. Dear Creature, let me beg it. 
Char, Gued faith, ya ſhall not, Sir, I's ſing without entreaty.. 


my 


SONG. 


Ab, Jenny, gen your Eyes do kyll, 
Tow'll let me tell my pam 

Gued faith, I Im''d againſt my will, 
But wad not break, my Chain. 

I ence was calPd a bonny Lad, 
Till that fair face if yours 

Betray'd the freedom ence T bad, 
And ad my bleether bowers. 


But noo ways me, like Winter looky, 
My gloomy ſhowering Eyne, 

And on the banks of ſhaded Brooks, 
I paſs my pearied time. 

T call the Streem that gleedeth on, 
To witneſs if it ſee, 

On all the flowry Brink along, 
A Swain ſo true as Iee. \ 

Wild. This very Swain am 1, ſo true and fo forlorn, unleſs you pity me. 
* This is an excellently Charlot wants, at leaft I never heard her ſing, [ Aſide. 


Sir Anth. Why Charles, where ſtands the woman, Charles ? 
Fop. comes up toCharlor. 


Wild. 1 muſt ſpeak to Galliard, though all my Fortunes depend on the diſcovery 
of my {clt. _ [4ſde. Sir 


_ 


© "PWC Hereſ: or, Sir Timothy Treat-allN 33” 

Fir "Anth.' Come; come, a ney Glaſs about, | Wn 

Wild. Dear Dreſſwel, entertain Charle; Meriwila little, whilſt ] ſpeak to Galliard, _- . 
p | | The men go all to the Drinking-table, 

By Heaven, I die, I languiſh for a word ! | 


---Madam, I hope you have not made a Vow 

- To ſpeak with none but that"young Cavalier ? 

They fay, the freedom Engliſh Ladies uſe, 

Is astheir Beauty, great, p N 
L. Gall.” Sir, we are none of thoſe af ſo nice and delicate a Vertne as Converſa» 

tion can corrupt 3 we live ina cold Climate. . 
Wild. And think you're not ſo apt to be in love, 

As where the Sun ſhines oftner. R-1 

But you too muctFpartake of the Inconſtancy of this your fickle Ch 


One day all Sunſhine, and th* enfoarag?d Lover 
Decks himſelf up in glittering Robes of Hope 
And in the midit of all their boafted Finery 
Comes a dark Cloud acroſs his Mifiriſs Brow, | 
Daſhes the Fool, and _ the gawdy fhow. [ L. Gall. obſerving him neerly, 
L.Gall. Hah, do n@1 know that railing Tongue of yours? _- 
Wild. "Tis from your Guilt, not Judgment then. 
was reſoly'd to be to night a Witneſs 
Of that ſworn Love you flatter'd me fo often with. WILT 
By Heaven, I ſaw you playing with my Rival, Wt 1 
Sigh'd, and lookt Babics in his gloating Eyes. | 
When is the Aſhgnation ? when the Hours? 
For he's impatient as the raging Sea, 
Looſe as the Winds, and amorous-as the Sun 
That kiſſes all the Beauties of the Spring, + * 
L. Gall. Itake him for a ſoberer perſon, Sir. i 
Wild. Have I been the Companion of his Riots 
In all the lewd courſe of our carly Youth, | 
Where like uywearicd Bees we gather'd Flowers ? . 
But no kind Bloſſome cou'd oblige our ſtay, '* ' 
We rifled and were gone. 
L. Gall. Your Vertues I perceive are pretty equal ; Th 
Ondy his Loves the honeſter o'ch* two. - bars 
Wild. ' Honefter! that is, he wou'd owe his good fortune tothe: Parſon ,of the 
Pariſh 3 . [ "2 91108 
And Lwou'd be oblig'd to you alone. | 
He'wou'd have a Licenſe to boaſt he lies with you, TEFE. 1) 
And T wou'$'do't with modeſty and ſilence :. -. | «1 
Fos Vertue's but a name kept free from Scandal, [6.30 3 
Which the meſt baſe of women beft preſerve, p49 : | 
Since, Gilting and Hypocriſic cheat the world beſt. _. "13524 | 
---But oe bagk-fove, ad vo RU Rent: »! (Ub 6 fofr emp. 


Mong to her, 


4 
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FM. je Gity Fire: or, Sir Timothy YR 
TL. Gall. Oh, why were all the Charms of Speaking given to that ale Tongs 
that makes no better uſe of *em'? 
<P] hear no more of your inchanting Reaſons. - 
Wild. You mult. 
L. Gall. 1 will not. 
Wild. Indeed you muſt. J; 
L. Gall. By all the Powers above--- 
Wi Id. By all the powers of Love, you "ll break your Oath, unlc{s you ſwear this 
t to let me ſee you. A | 
» Gall. This night ? ; 5 
IWild. This very night, 
L. Gall. Vd dic firlt-—-At what hour ? [| F i turns away, then Aghr and looks on bim. 
Witd. narne it 3 and if Ifail--- [With j joy. 
L. Gall. 1 wou'd not for the World--- | | 
Wild. That I ſhou'd fail ! | 
L. Gall. Not name the guilty hour. 
Wild. Then I through cager haſte ſhall come too iow, 
And to your Honour wrong, 


L. Gall. My Honour ! Oh that word !: ” p 

Wild. Whict the Devil was in tne for naming, . | Afite.. 
---At Twalve! 

L. Gall. My Women and my Servants then are up» - WO 


Wild. At One, or Two. . 
L. Gall. So hate ! *ewill be fo quickly day ! 
Wild. Aye, ſo itwill : 
' That half our buſineſs will be left unfimifht, » 
L. Gall. Hah, what do you mean ? what buſineſs? 
Wild, A thouſand tender things I have to ſay, 
A thoulgnd Vows of my eternal Jove-; 
And now and then we'll lafs and--- 
L. Gall. Be extreamly honelt, 
Wild. As you can with. 
L. Gall. Railftr as I command : for Goud be know my. wilt, I were undone. 


Wild. The Sipne. _ fore, | | 

L. G2/l. Oh, preſs me not; —-yet you may come ab wide under my Chamber- 
wipdow, { Sir Char. far ew fo aſe, tonnes fo? or. 

Sir Chas. HM, Sir, hold )-| Whilft 1am liſteping to the relation af your French 
Fortifications, Outworks, and Counterſcarps, | perceive the Enemy in my Quarters. 
- -- My Lord, by your leave, { Hts him by, proving ria 
. - Chl. Perlwade me not; 1 burſt with. Jeekoulic. (Wild; terns, ſees 

Wild. Death and the Devil. Clacket ! then {is Charlit, ard OR whes, 

Char!l, Say, are not you a falſe diflerbling To WAL, ih/apge. 

Wild. What; ray little Northem Lafs cava Eng 1 am 2100's 4 
This *cis copraGtiſe Art in {pight of Nature... Ie 


Was, thy Vertue, Youth, and Innocence, 


Were 


4 4 a : 4. , | 
- Wk | 
' 1 found jr all yodr forc'd Diſguiſe. VT 1047 (ns Wee bers 
« Charl. gn och nd | V4 
Wild. At the firit , and found you knew me too, * , 
And talkt to yondet Lady in revenge, 
Whom my Uncle wou'd have me marry. But toavoid all diſcourſes of that nature, 
I came to night in this diſguiſe you ſee, ts be conceal'd from her ; that's all, 
Charl. And is that all, on honour? is it, Dear? : 
Will. What, no Belick, no Faith'in villinous women ? = 
Charl. Yes, when I fee the Writings. 
Wild. Go home I dic if you ſhou'd be diſcover'd ; 
And credit me, I'll aw bo all you ask. 
Clackgt, you and I muſt have an odde Reckoning about this nights jant of yours. 
Aſide to Clackee. 


wer made for C 
s Out © 


Sir Tim, Well, my Lord, how do you like iſh Beauties? 
Wild. Extreamly, Sir 3 and was ping is run Lady to give us a Song, 
Here is an Italian Son mon pans. , 
Sir Tim. 1 never faw this Lady before : pray who may ſhe be, Neigh 
ToClacket 
Mrs. Clack, ANiece of mine, newly come out of Scotland, Sir. ob 
Sir Tim, Nay, thei ſhe 'daices by nature. - Gentlemen al Ladicss pleaſe you to 
ſit, here's a young Neighbour of mine will honour us with a Dance. * 
* They all fit ; Charl. and Fop. dante, 
So, ſoz _ very well, very well. Gentlemen and hadics, I am for Liberty 6f Conſci-! 
ence, and Moderation. There's a Banquet waits the Ladics, and my Cellars axe open 
totheamen 3 but for my ſelf, 1 muſt retire : firſt waiting on your Lordſhip to ſhew' 
you your Apartment, then leave you to cher entire; and tamorrow, my Lord, you 
_and 1 will ſettle the Nation, and reſolve on t return we will make to the noble 
Polaxders.  Exeunt all but Wild. « and Fop. Sir Char. leading out L. Galt. 
Sir Anth. Welkaid, Charler, thou leavelt her not, tl thes thy own, Ara 
Philander was # jolly Swain, &c. Exiz finging 
IWild, All things ſucceed above fy wiſh, dear Frank | 
Fortune is kind 3 and more, Galliard is fo: } 
This night crowns all my Wiſhes. | 
L aboir, are all things ready for our purpolc? To bis Footman. 
Lab. Dark Lanthorns, Piſtols, Habits and Vizards, Sir. 
Fop. lhave provided Portmantles to carry off the Treaſure. 
_ 1 perceive you are reſolv'd to make a through-ltitcht Robbery on't, ef) 
- Faith, if it liein our way, Sir, we had as good venture a Caper under the 
Trig Tree for one as well as t'other. 
Wild. We will conſider on't. *tis now juſt rack Eleven : within this hour is" 
the deat Aſfignatiog with Galliard. 
Dreſſ. What, whether our affairs be fniſht or not ? 
22g "Tis but at next door 3 I ſhall zeturn time enough for thee crivial _ 
ne 
Drefſ. .A trivial buſineſs of ſome (ix rr pound a year ? 
2 


. 


Wa. | 


| Wild, Trivial toa woman, Frank! no more do you make as if you-we t to-bed, 


--eLaboM@ do you feign to be drunk, and lic on; the Hall-table 3 and when l give the; , 
ao” Lt 


ligne, let me ſoftly ih. 
Dreſſ. Death, Sir, will you venture at ſuch a time ! 
Wild. My life and future hope---I am reſoly'd, 

Let Politicians plot, let Rogues go on 

In the old beaten Path of Forty Qne, 

Let City-Knaves delight in Mutiny, 

+ The Rabble'bow to old Presbytery; 

Let petty States be to confuſion hurl'd, 

Give me but Woman, I'll deſpiſe the World. 


* 


ACT the Fourth, 
SCENE the Firſt. e4 Dreſiing-room. 


Lady Galliard ig diſcovengg in an undreſs at ber Table, Glaſc, and. Tojlette, Cloſet atten- 


of humonr. . 


L-Gall. Ore, leave your everlaſting Chamber-Maids Chat, - your dull Road of 


ding 2 As ſoon 4s the Scene draws off, * ſhe-riſes from the Table, as ditturb'd ang ont, 


| Slandering by rote, and. lay. that Paint.aſide, Thou art-tuller of falſe. 


News, than an unlicens'd Mercury, 
Cloſe | have good proof, Madam, of what I ſay. 
L. Gall. Proot of a thing impoſhble !--- Away. 


*Cloſc Is it a thing {o impoſſible, MAam, that a man of Mr. Wilding's -parts and. 


perſon ſhould get a City-Heirels ? . F 
Such a bonne Mine, and ſucha pleaſant Wit ! - 
L. Gal. Hold thy fluent Tattle, thou haſt Tongne 
Enough to talk an Oyſter-woman deaf ; I fay it cannot be.--- 
What means the panting of my troubled Heart! 
Oh my preſaging fears ! ſhou'd what ſhe ſays prove true, 
* How wretched and how loſt. a thing am 1! [ Aſide. — , 
Cloſ. Your Honour may ſay your pleaſure 3 but I hope I have not liv'd to theſe- 


years to be impertinent : --- No, Madam, I am none of thoſe that run up and down. 


the Town a Story-hunting, and a Lyc-catching, and-+- *. 
L. Gall. Eternal ratile, peace! --- * | 

Mrs. Charlot Gettall go away with Wilding ! 

A man of Wilding's extravagant life 

Get a Fortune in the City ! o- a 

Thou might'ſt as well have told-me, a Holder forth were marricd to a Nun. 

There-are not two ſuch Contraries in Nature 

"Tis flamm, *ris xnrþ: = molt,jmpoſlible; wa 
Clof. I beg your ips.pardon, if my diſcourſe offend you 3 but all 

knows Mrs, Clocks to = = ws hy | : Ons tr 
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Fall. Who is a moſt devour Bannd, preciſe Procurer-3,- a, 
Saint in the Spirit, and Whore in thg Fleſh ; WA 
A Doer of the Devils work in Gods Namge-: , _ 
Is ſhe your Informer ? nay, then the Lye's undoubted.-.. 
I ay once more, adgne with your idle Tittle-tattle,--- 

to divert me, bid Betty ſing the Song which Wilding 

Made to hislaſt Miſtriſs : we may judge by th4t 
What lictle Hauuts and what low Garmche follows. , 
This is not like the deſcription of a rich Citizens Daughter and Heir, but ſome com- 
mon Hackney of the Suburbs. | | 

”-, I have heard him often ſwear ſhe was: a Gentlewoman, and liv'd with her 
Fri S, . 

L. Gall. Like enough 3 there are many of theſe Gentlewomen who live with their 
Friends ,a$ rank Proſtitutes, as exrant Jilts, as thoſe who makg open profeſſion of the 


* . 
wu © 


Taade---almoſtas mercenary---But come, the Song. - [ Enter Betty, 
I SON; T1 ; 
InPhillis all vile Filts are met, A 


Fooliſh, uncertain, falſe, Coguette. . 
is her "_ welcome Ove, 
* And ſtil the neweſt pleaſes beſt. 
Drickly ſhe likes, then leaves as ſoon 1 
Her life on Woman's «  arapoon. ; 


Tet for the Plague of Humane RK ace, 
This Devil bas an. Angels Face \, + 
Such Toth, ſuch Sweetneſs in her look, 
Who can be man, and not be took ? 
What former Love, what Wit, what Art, 
Can ſabe. poor inclining beart ? 


In vain, a thouſand times an hour. 
Reaſon rebels againſt ber power. 
In vain I rail, I curſe ber Charms ; A. 
One look my feeble Rage diſarms. 
* Thereis Inchantment in ber Eyes 5 . 
, Who ſeet *em, can namore be wiſe. 


Enter Wilding, who rang to embrace L. Gall. 
Wild. Twelve was the luckie minute when we met : 
Moſt charming of your Sex, and wiſeſt of all Widows, 
My Life, my Sout, my Heaven to come, and here! 
Now I haveliv'd to purpoſe, ſince at laſt---Oh, killing Joy !--- 


Come, let me fold you, prefs you in my arms, . 

And kiſs you thatiks for this dear happy night: - ; 
*L Gall.*Yon may ſpare your chinks, Sir, for thoſe that will deſerve. *cm.3 1 ſhalt 

give yena occaſion for*em. . Wild. - 


" - 
= 


of 
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Wild. Nay, no Scruples now;deareft of Deats,'no wore 3 © | 
CE cata an beneg"”. > 2h 
_1 bring a heart ight with cager hopes, 
Oppret with a vaſt load of Lngiat fave þ 61; 
Let me unlade me in that ſoft white Boſorne, a: 24 
' That Storc-houſe of rich Joys and laſting Pleaſures, ; 1* 
; And lay me down as on 4 Bed of Lillies. { Shi breaks from him. 
L. Gall,#You're wonderous full of Love and Raptare, Sir; but certainly you mi- 
ſtake the perfon you addrels 'em t9. - 
Wild. Why, are you not my Lady Galliard, that very Lady Galliazd, 'who- if one 
may take her word for't, loves Wilding ? Am 1 not come tucher by your own ap- 
_ -pointment 3 and can I have any other bufineſs here at this time of night, but Love, 
and Rapture, and--- = 
L. Gall. Scandalous and gain! by my appointment, and for ſo lewd a purpols ! 
guard mie, ye good Angels. . , 
If after an Aﬀront fo grols as this, 
| ever ſuffer you to {ceqne more, | - 
Then think me what your Carriage calls me, 
An Impudent, an open Proftitute, 
Loſt to all ſenſe of Vertue, or of Hpnour. 
Wild. What can this mean ? 1 Afide.' 
Oh, now I underſtand the Myſtcry . Looking on Cloſet, = 
Her Woman's here, that troubleſome picce of Train. 
---T muſt remove her, Heark ye, Mys. Gloſet,1 had forgot to tell you; 'As 1 came up] 
heard a Kinſman of yours very camnc{t with the Servants bclow, and in great haſte to 
ſpcak with you. 70S fi pos 
Cloſ. A'Kinſman ! that's very likely indeed, and at this tine of night. 
Wild. Yes, a very ncer Kinſman he ſaid he was, your Fathers own Mothers Un- 
cles Siſters Son 3 what d'ye call him ? 
Cloſe Aye, what d'ye call him indeed; I ſhou'd be glad to hear his name. Alas, 
Sir, I have no neer Relation living that I-know of, the more's my misfortune, poor 
helpleſs Orphan that I am. {Weeps. | 
Wild. Nay, but Mrs. Cloſtr, pray take me right, 
This Country-man of yours, as I was ſaying--- | 
L. Gall. Chang'd alrcady from a Kin to a Country-man! A plain contri- 
vane to get my Woman out of the Room. Clofet, as you value, my (ervice, ſtir 
not from hence, ; | 
Wild. This Country-man of yours, I lay, being left Exetutor by your Fathers 
laſt Will and Teſtament, is come---Dull Waiting-woman, Lwou'd be alone with your 
Lady 3 know your Que, and retire. | 
Cloſ. How, Sir |! 
Wild. Learn, I ſay, to underſtand Reaſon when you hear it. Leave us a while * 
Love is not 2 Game tor three toplay at. | MCs. [ Gives ber Money. 
Cloſe; 1 muſt own toall the world, you have canyige'd me. Iask a thouſand Par- . 
dons for my dhlneſs. Well, Ill be gone, Fl run 4 you're a malt powerful perſon, - 
the very Spixit of Pexrſwafion,-T'll ical out.--You have ſuch a taking way with or 
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But 1+ Et my (elf. Well, yohr mo cbediede Servane' Whenever you's oc 
lion, Sir, | pleas'd to uſe me freely, 

Wild. Nay, dear Impertinent,. no mare Complements, you ſee Na buſi now”; * 
prithee be gone, you ſee Pm buhie. 
Cloſ. V'ma all Obedience to you, Sit 
Your moſt obedient--- 
L. Gall. Whither are yau ticking '" gigiting now ? my 
Cleſ. Madam, T am going down, and will return immediately, immediately. 
Exit Clo. 
Wild. So, ſhe's gonez Heaven and broad Gold be prais'd tor the deliverance: , 

And now, dear Widow, lct's loſe no mbre” pretious time 3 we've fool'd away too 
much already. 

L. Gall. Thisto me ? \ 

Wild. To you, yes, to whom fe ſhou'd i it'be * unleſs Ginn ſenſible you have is not 
diſcretion enough to manage your own affairs your ſelf, you reſolve, like other Wi- 
dows, with all you're worth to buy a Govemnour, -commontly called a Husband, EF 
fook ye to be wiſer 3 but if that be your defigne, I ſhall do my beſt to ſerve YOUg-- 
though to deal freely with you--- 

L. Gall. Trouble not your ſelf, Sir, tomake Excufts ; Pmnot fo ford: of the offer 

to take you at your word. Marry you ! a Rakelne, who have not eſteem | 
for the Sex to believe your own Mother honelty-without Money or Credit, without 
Land either in preſent or prbſpe&'z, and half a dozen hungry Vices, like fo many 
bawling Brats at yovr back, perpetually craving, and more chargeable to keep than 
twice the nu oof Childrefl, or Te TD. for3 axe you nos 
married to Mrs. Charlot Gettall ? | 

= Marricd to her. do 1 know her, you ſhon'd: rather ah What Fool has. 
org'd this unlikely Lye ? But _— 'ewere«drue, cou'd you be xalous of a wor 
=. I marry ? do you-take me for ſuch an Aſs, to ſuſpedt 1 ſhall love my own Wife 

On the other fide, 1 have a great charge” of Vices, as you well obſerve, and I muſt nor 
be ſo barbarous to let: them itarve. Every bod body in this Ape takes care to provide for . 
their Vices, though they ſend. their Chi a begging I (hould be worſe than an 
lafidel to neglc&t them. No, I mult marry. ſome aukward thing or other with }.. 
an ugly face and a handſome Eſtate, that's certain : . but whoever is ordain'd tomake_ _ 
my | Ghana 'tis you' onely that can make me happy.-«Come, doit then.. 

L. Gall. I never will, » : 
Wild. Unkindly ſaid, you mult. ' 
E. Gall. Unrealos able man ! becauſe yout lee 
F have unuſual regards for you, | | » 
Pleaſure to hear, and trouble to deny. you 3... Me 
& fatal yielding in my nature toward you,, 
Love bends my Soyl that way.-- * X : 
A weakneſs 1 net felt for any other's | {'V . 
And wou'd you be ſo bale?" and cou'd you havethe heard. 
To taketh* advantage on't to ruine 1 
To make me infamous, deſpis'd, leath'd, pointed at 2- - 
Wild. You reaſon falle.--- 


Acerediog to the Aridtelt rules of Honour, 1+ Wtys} | 


\ 
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Ry ſhou'd (till.bg tþe Reward 'of Love, 
Not the vile Merchandize of Fortune, _ 
Or the cheap Drug of a Ghurch-Cercmony. + 
She's onely infamous, who to her Bed, 
For intereſt, takes ſome nauſeous. Clown ſhe hates : 
And though a Joynture or a Vow in publick- 
Fe her price, that makes her but the dearer whore, 
L. Gall, I underitand not theſe new Morals. 
Wild. Have patience, I ſay *tis clear. 
All the deſires of mutual Love are vertuous, 
Can Heaven or Man be angry that you pleaſe 
Your ſelf and me, when it does wrong to fone ? 
' Why rave you.then on things that ne'r can be ? 
Bclides, are we not alone, and private? who can know .it ? 
L. Gall. Heaven will-know'tz and ---that that's cnough : 
But when you're weary of me, firſt your Friend, then his, then all the world, 
I/ild. Think not that time will ever come. + 
*L. Gall. Oh, it muſt, it will ! 
Wild. Or if it ſhou'd, cou'd Þ be ſuch a Villain--- 
Al Cruel! it you lov'd me as youslay, 
You wowd not thus diliraſt me. 
L.Gall. You do me wrong z I love. you more than ere my Tongue, 
Or all-the Actions ofany Life can tell you---ſo Vell.-- 
Your very. faults, how grols ſoere, tome fa . 
* Have ſomething pleaſing in *m. To mg you'rcall 
That Man can praiſe, or Woman can detire ;/ | 
All Charm without, and all Deſert within : 
But yet my Vertue is more lovely ſtill z 
That is a price too high to.pay for you : 
The love of Angels may be baught too dear, 
If we beſtow on them what's kept for Heaven. 
Wild. Hell and the Devil! ViFhear ne-more, 
Ot this Religious Ruff, this God]y non(ence. 
Death, Madam, do you bring me into your Chamber to preach Vertue to mg ? 
L, Gall. Ibring you hither ! how can you ſay it? , 
I ſuffcr'd you indeed to come, but not 
For the baſe end you fancy'd, but to take .- 
A laſt leave of you. Let my, heart break with Love, 
4 cannot be that wretched thipg you'd have me:: 
- Believe {till ſhall have a kindneſs tor you, -/- E 
Always your Friend, your Miſtriſs nowno more, 
Wild, Cgeen'd, abuv'd, ſhe loves ſome otherman } | | 
Dull Blockhead not to find it out before! + > - + {> | Aſide. 
--- Well, Madam, may 1 at laſt believe #3 A 
This is your hxt and final Reſolution? 
- Anddoesyour Tongue now truly {peak your Heart, 
-- Thathas (0 long bely'd it ? | 
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does. 
n glad on't. Good night : And when I viſit you again 


M —— thus fool me, Offers to. 
L Gat. Stay but a moment.. [ ol 
Wild: For what? to praiſe your Nig he-dreſs, or make court to your EPL, 


No,no, Madam, ſend for Mr. Flanifrll = Mr. Flutterbuz, Ms.Lapp-fool rp 7 
all 5 they'll doitbettergand aremore at leiſure. 

L.Gal. Hear me a little : You know I both deſpiſe, and hate thole civil Cox: 
combs, as much as keficem.and love you. 'But why will you be gone ſo foan'? 'and 
why are you ſo cruel to urge me thus to part cither with your good or your 
Kindneſs? I wou'd fain keep 'em both. hot rone, 

Wild. Then keep your word, Madam. 

}- «Gall. My word ! And have I promis'd then to be 
A Whare? A Whore ! Oh let me think of chat ! 

A man's Convenience, his leiſure hours, his Bed of Eaſe, . 

To loll and tumble on at idle times; 

The Slave, the Hackney of his lawleſs Luſt! . PRES pa: 

A loath'd Extinguiſher of filthy flames, ., ans | 24 X 

Made uſe of, ws thrown by.—Oh infamous! ©. | | : 
Wild. 'Come, come, you love me not, I ſee it plain z 

That makes your ſcruples : that, that's the reaſon 

You ſtart at words, and run away from ſhadows. 

Already ſome pert Fop, ſome Ribon-fool, +. © 

Some dancing xcomb, has ſupplanted me 

In that unſteady treacherous woman's heart of yours. 

L. Gal. Believe it if you will, Yes, lex me be falſe, unjuſtaograteſul,any thing but 
a---Whore--- © | | 

Wild. Oh, Sex on purpoſe form'd to plague Mankind | 
All that you arc, and-that-you do,'s a lye.- - 
Falſe are your-Faces, falſe your floating Hearts 3 
Falſe are your Quarrels, falle. pom Rewpeliements: 
Enemies wichout Reaſon, aud without Kindneſs. 
Your Frienid(hi =_ falſe, but much more falle your Love 3 
Your damn'd deccitftul Love is all o'er falſe. 

L. Gall.: Falſe rather are the Joys you are fo fond of. 
Be wile, and ceale, Sir, to purſue *em farther; , 

IWitd. No, them] can never quit 3 but you moſt caſily:; 

A worran changeable, and falſe as you, 

L. Galh» Sai you molt ealily ? Oh, inhumane ! pa” 
Your cruel words have wak'd a diſmal thought 3 Os 
I feel *em cold and heavy at my heart, .. 
And' weakneſs ſteals upon my Soul apace , 

'I find I mwit be miſerable;--- | 

I would'not be c t falle. 4 fe ain tr hi: 
Wild. Nor wou'd 1 think you ſo; give me not cauſe. 

L. Gall. \What heart can bear diſtruit from what it loves?  — , | 
— «Or who can always her own With deny? _ . _ nd 

© My Readon's weary of the unequal rite 3 W-_ 


-% 
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And Love and Nature will at laſt o'ercome. | Welk 4 
Np not theti befieve'l loveryou I 127) » [{hbimidt foft tine. 
6 -1. Blow can I, while you ſtill remain unkind ? Ml ot 

- L. Gall, How ſhall I ſpeak my guilty thoughts ?--- 
| haye v6r poet to pert with you: conteal my ſhame t doube I cannot, IT fear I 
-wou'd not any more you. 

Wild. Oh, heavenly. ſound ! Oh, chatting Creature? {prak that word again, a» 
gen, ageii ? for ever let mehear it. | 
L. Gatf. Vit 4id-you ti6t indeed? 4antl will you never, never love Mas. Charlcr, 
never | 
Wild: Never, never. 

* L. Gall. Turn your face away, and give mt leave 
To hide my riſing Bluſhes : 1 eariniot Look on you, As this laft Sytech is Peaking 
But you muſt undo me if you will.--- * 54 bt finkg into bs drimis by 
Since I no other way my truth can prove, Won 
---You ſhall fee I. love. 

Pity my Weaknels, and admire my Love. 

* Wild. All Heaven is mine, I have it in my atths : 
Nor can ill Fortune reach me any more. | 
Fate, I defic thee, and dull Work 4dich. | 
In Loves kind Fever let me ever ly,” © 
Drunk with Deſire, and raving mad With Fop. | 

Exeunt into the Bed-chamber op 5 ———_ bla avns about ber. 
Emer Sir Charles Meriwill and —_ Anthony, Sir Char. arvok, 
ir Anth,” A Dog, a Rogtic ,ro leave her? | 
Sir Char. Why look ye, Uncte, what wou'd you have a man do? 
I brought her to her Coach-< 

Sir Anth. To her Coach ! to her Coach? Did'riot T put her into hand, fol- 
low'd you out, winkt, ſmiF'd, and nodded 4 cry'd, 'buy Charter, *buy ks ; which 
was as much as to ſay, Go home with het, Charter, home to her Chamber, Charles'; 
may, as much as to fay, Home'to Her Bed, Charters | ray, 4s tnuchas tofay---Ham, 
hum, a Rogue, a Dog, and ytt to be thodeſt too ! ' That 1 ſhou'd' bring; thee up with 
no more fear of God before my Eyes ! 

Sir Char. Nay, dear Uncte, dor?t break my heatt now. Whey I did proffer, 'and 
preſs, and ſwear, and ly'd, and--but a Pex on her, the tas the damndeit 
way with herg as, Dear Chirlts, wity prithee, he, "tis fate, to morrow, my Hotiour, 
which if you lov'd, you wou'd preſerve ; and fach'obliging Reaſons. 

Sir Anth. Reaſons! Reafon! a Lover, and talk of Reaſon! Yeu lyc, Sirrah, you 
lye, Leave a woman for Reaſon, when you wete {o finely 'drank too,.a Raſcal! 

Sir Char.” Why look ye, d'ye fee, Uncke, 1duvit not trutt ary (elf alone with her in 
this pickle, leſt 1 ſhou'd a fallen foul on her, , | 

Sir Anth. Why there's it 3, *tis that you ſhou'd adone : -Þamn miſtaken if the be not 
one of thoſe Ladies that love to be raviſhe of a Kindnefs, Why, your willing Rage 

is all the falhion, Charles. 
* — Sir Char, But heark ye, ide. 
Sir Anth. Why how now, Jack-ſawce, what, copitillate ? 


| 
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Me. Char, Why doburtete we, det Lank vc fo ty! Why look Fe l 
asmady, de ſe, as any ma tw theſe 10h | <1 1 

Sir Anth. Axe you fo, Sir {| «d&I'R make /tyou wiltiog ox. try | oleta wk 

Sir,---Whe, what, I ſhall have ye whining when you are lobes again; trav —. 

Chamber with Arms acroſs, railing on Love —_ aud at haſt dckeated, turn 
whipping Tom, to revenge your felt on the 

Sir Char, Mydear Lia come fs me and riens; [ wil wi be pe him 
Sir Anth. ---A moſt admirable good-natur'd Boy this ! 

Charles, know, 1 have brought thee now hither to: the Widows houſe al ps 2 rm 

tion to have thee order matters ſo, as before thou quits her, wide ſhall be thy own, 


ws PE Gad, Uncle, thou'rt a Gherubio | Ingraduce- ms,vy £c;and itI do.not 


ſo woo the Widow, and fo do the Widow,” that axe mornuig content to 
take me for better for worſe.—--Renounce me ! 'Egad, 4jll REI WOTENe he Lord 
God from Tom: Bell, before 1 have done with her. Nays hagkt, by Uncle, 
Vl venture on her, had ſhe all Cupid's Aﬀfxows, Veue's Beauty, and Of «lins'sF ue, 


dye (ce. 

Sir Anth. A ſweet Boy, a very ſweet Boy! Hum; hau act damnable, handſome 
to night, Charles, Aye, thou wilt do'ts, Lfetn kind af - as of Lone pho 
thee, a moſt triumphant Impudence, looſe Ops 1) s +11 tang Looking on ime 

Enter ct q . 

Cloſ. Heavens, Gentlemen, what makes you here at tix tne of of oight . 

Sir Char. Where's your Lady? @ignol 

Cloſ. Soltly, dear Sir. 

Sir Char. Why is ſhe aſleep? om. come, pl wake ber-.. 

| Offers. to. foproe; 48 45 40.the bol-chamin: 

Cloſ.. Hold, hold, Sir : No, no, {he* » i little-þube; Sit, - | 

Sir Char. Vl have no buſineſs done to night, Sweetheast, 

Che Hold, hold, I beſcech yot,-Sir, hex-Negher's ith iv: Facts ke 


_—_ ; 4 
5 dk No not a foot. | &q-4 & 
Cloſ. The City you know, Sir, & Int Sean z | | fo 
Sir Char. Damn the City. | 


Sir Anth. All the Whigs, Charles, all the Whigs. | 
Sir Char. In ſhort, I am reſolv'd, d'ye foegitb;pototht Widows Chaariber. 1 
% = Anth. Heark ye, Mzs-Clofer,o1 AT <p "OHA der gays 
1% QT > Amick 1:48 
of Iam ar 7g 5 ng, now it i——_ ſo, hee decks el ons. 
Yet if you wou'd withdraw for hal: an hour;:ivito my Chaniber, at. prers 
gONC=-= } 
Sir Anth. This is Reaſon, Charles. Here, here"s ewo. Pieces co buyttheca Goaer 
0 05409] 51 lehBrr:B hong. 
Sir Char. And here's my eyes Mins 20 oh 0 . 
. Giueo ior Any, and have ans with ber, 
4 Sh 01S CI i £4 4 td bs HOT Il! 444 & 34: all 24d 
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44 be City-Heireſs : or, Sir Timothy / 
| ' 4 * "Enter Lady Galliard in rage, held Wildiig. 
L Gall. What have I done ? Ah, whicher (hat ME ? 
W:1d;, Why all theſe Tears ?* Ah, why this crucl Paſſion ? 
os Undone, undone ! Unkand ! me, falſe, forſwor ; 
Be gone, aridJet me rage till-I am dead. 
What ſhou'd 1 do with guilty Life about me? 
Wild. Why, where's the harm of what we two have done >. 
L Gall. Ah; leave me--- 
Leave mealone to ſigh to flying Winds, 
That the infetion may be born alotr, 
And reach no humane Ear. 
IWild. Cale, lovely Charmer, ecaſe to wound me more., 
L. Gall. -Shall I furyive this ſhame! No, it Ido, 
Eternal Blaſhes dwell —_ my Cheeks, 
To tell the World'\m 
-»»Miſchicf and Hell, what Devil did pofſefs me Y 
Wild. It was no Devil, but a 
Alictle gay-wing'd God, harmleſs end] innocent, 
Young as Deſire, wanton as Summer-breezes, 
» Soft as thy Smiles, reliſtleſs as thy Eyes. 
L. Gall. Ah, what malicious 
Sworn Enemy to feeble Womankind, 
Taught thee the Art of Conqueſt with thy Tongue? > 
Fhy falſe deluding Eyes were ſurely made 
Of Stars that rule our Sexes Deſtiny : 
And all thy Charms were by Inchantment wrought, 
That firſt undo the heedleſs Gazers on, 
Then ſhew their natural deformity. 
Wild. Ah; my Galliard, am I gly then # 
Has my incxeaſe of Paſſion leſen's yours [ In a ſoft tone... 
L. Gall. Peace tempter, Peace, . ru * fly betrayeſt me, , 
And then upbraideit the wretchedneſs thou'ſt made. | 
---Ah, Fool, eternal Fool! to know my danger, 
Yet venture on ſo evident a ruine. 
Wild. Say,---what one Grace is faded t 
Is not thy Faceas fair, thy Eyes as killing ? 
By Heaven, much more : This charming change of -Looks; 
Raiſes my flame, and makes me wiſh Cinvoke 
The harmleſs God again. | [ Embraces ber... 
L. Gall. By. Heaven, not all:thy Art | 
Shall draw me to the tempting fin again.. 
.” Wild. Oh, I muſt, or dye. 
L. Gall: By.all the Powers, by--- 
Wild. Oh, do not ſwear, left Love ſhou'd take it ill 
That Honouz-ſhou'd pretend to give him Laws, 
And make an Oath more powerful than his Godhead. 
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-»-Say that you will half along hour hence--- 

L. Gall. Hah? | . 

Wild. Or ſay a tedious hour. | 

L. Gall. Death, never--- 

Wild. Or it you muft---promiſe me then to morrow. 

L. Gall. No, hear my Vows. 

Wild. Hold, ſee me die; if you reſolve. *cm fatal to my love, by Heaven I'll do't. 
Lays bis hand on bis Sword. 


L. Gall.. Ah, what--- | 

Wild. Revoke that fatal Neves then. 

L. Gall, I dare not. 

Wild. Oh; fay you will. _. 

E. Gall. Alas, I dare not utter it. 

Wild. Let's in; and thou ſhalt whiſper it into my Boſom ; 
Orfighing, look it to me with thy Eyes.. * 

E. Galt: Ah, Wilding--- [ Sighs, - 

Wild. It touchtm | Soul ! Repeat that ſigh again. | 

L.Geall. Ah, I confeſs Iam but feeble woman: [ Leans on bun; 

Sit Char, Good Miltriſs keep-door, ſtand by : for I muſt enter. | Six Char.witbour.. 

L. Gall. - Hah, young Meriwil's-voice! 

Cloſ. Pray, Sir.Charles, let me go and give my Lady notice. 


She enters and goer to Wild. 
--» For Heavens ſake, Sir, withdraw, or my Lady's Honour's beſt. 
Wild. What will you have me do ?- [To Galliard. 
L. Gall. Be gone, or you will ruine me for eves.. | In diſorder... 


Wild. Nay, then 1 will obey.. 
L. Gall. Here, down the back-ſtairs.--- 
As you have Honour, go and cheriſh mine. [ Palling hin. 
-- He's gone 3 and now methiriks the ſhivering fit of Honour is return'd, 
Enter Sir Charles, rdely puſhing Cloſet afide, with Sir Anthony. 
Sir Char. Deni'd an entrance !' nay, then there is a Rival in the caſc, or. ſo 3 and' 
I'm reſolv'd to diſcover the Helliſh Plot, d'ye ſee. 
wt as be enters drunk at one door, Wild. returns at the other. i 
E. Gall. Ha, Vilding retumn'd ! ſhicld me, ye Shades of Night.” "Hur: 
| Put ont the Candler, and goes to Wild. 
Wild. The back-ſtairs-door' is lockt;. 
L. Gall: Oh, 1am loſt } curſe on this fatal night ! 
Art thou reſblv'd an my.undoing every way ? 


Cloſ. Nay , now we're by dark, let me alone to guide you, Sir. [To Wild. 
Sir Chor: What, what, all in darkneſs? Do you make Love like Cats, by Star- 
light ® _ [ Reeling abowt.. 
L. Gall. Ah, he knows he's here !-—Oh, what a pain is Guile? [ Aſide. . 


Wild. 1 wou'd not be ſurpriz'd, | 
As Cloſet takes bim to lead bim ont, be 1akgs out bis Sword, and by dark, puſhes 
; by Sir Charles, and almoſt overtbrows Sir Anthony 3 . a4 which they both - 
' draw, whilſt be goes ont with Cloſet, | 
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Sir Char, Kah, Gad *twas a Spark ! -»»What, ranilht ! hah--; || 
Sir Anth, Nay, vay, Sir, I am for ye, 

Sir Char. Are you fo, Sir? and I am for the Widow, Sir, atid--- 
Tut as they are paſſing at each other, Cloſet enters with P Candle. 

Hah, why what have we here>--my none ficſh and blood ? {Embracing his Vnele. 
Sir Anth. Cry mercy, Sir ! Pray how fell we out ? 


Sir Chvr. 'Ot; Sit ! Prittite where's my Rival? whiere's/the Spark,' the--Gad, 1 


took thee for #HtErrant Rival : Where, where is he ? [ Searching about. 
L. Gall. Whom ſeek ye, Sir, a man, and in my Lodgji Seiler ,f Lag 
Cloſ, A man! mercitul, what will this C-anddlous World cotne to ? e's 


no man. 

Sir Char. Away, I fay, thoudamn'd Domeſtick lacelligztice, that comeſt out every 
halt hour with ſome freſh Sham---No man !--- What, * twas an hppointment onely, 
hum --- which 1 ſhall now -t#ke bold to t, render null, void, and of npne 
effect. And if I find him here ſearches about] Rhal very eiwilly and a 
as it were, beihg in perfe& (hip with —_— mark! that--run him throngh 


the Eun Cones. 
Oh, what a Coward's guikt! what meanyou, Sie! > 

wn Obar, Mean !* wy 14m bbflinatdy bent to tevidathte, thou hypocritical 1Vi- 
dow, make thee mine by force, that ſo I may have tio obligation to _ and xconſc- 
gently uſe thee ſcurvily wittiag00d Conſcience.  :: : | 

' Sir Ahth. A'moſtdclientc bo to warrant him as lewd as the belt of *em, God 
grant him life and Health. | Afede, | 

L. Gall: "Tis late, and I entreat your abſence, Sir: Thele arc my hours of prayer, 
* Which thiz/unſcaſonable Vilit has diſtarb'd. 

Sir Char. Praycr | no more ot that, Sweetheart : for kt metell you, your Prayers 
arg heard. A Widow of your Youth and-Gompglexion can be praying tor nothing 


F 4b late, but'a good Husband 3 and (ec, Heaven has ſent him uſt in the crit---critical” 


minute,to ty eceaſions. 

Sir Anth. A 26 an arch Wag kel lean to make 'Tattipoons preſently. Il 
'H10t give ſixpetice From hi, though to the Poor of'the Pariſh, 

. Sir Char. Come, W dow, let's teo'bed, {Pulls her, he is angry: 

'F. Gat!" Hold, Sir, Fou drive the Jeſtcov'far 3 
And 1 am in no humour n&w-for mirth. 

' Sir Char, Teſt! 'Gatd-ye lye,)I-was never in more carneſt in all my life. 

Sir Anth. He's in a hcavenly humour, thanks to-good Wine, ;gogd Counſel, and 
good Company. [ Gelting aegrer the door (till. 
ahi Gath What mean you, Sir ? What can my Woman think [to/ſee.me treated 

Fir Ob#7, Well thonght on ! Nay, wel do things decent FF c fee--- 

Therefore; thou ate Utenhl, withdraw. 9 [Give ber to Sir Amith. 
$3 Anth. Aye, aye;Jetime lone to reach)her her duty. | Prfhes ber\ get amd goes out. 

. L.Ggll, Sta » Cloſet, | command 

-- hurt have your feen-in te ſhoufd rover you to to this rudencls ? To Sir Char. 

' Si CEbwr. NEtrowhing 3 for by this tear night, tis chavity, "care of your Repu- 
tation, Widow : and therefoxe I amrefoW'd nobody (hall lie with.you but my fl 
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© dar | | abor it y r Hive, Widow---mark that--- [ She 
flings from him, | Nay, no yatting but'upon terns. which in ſhore, d'ye ſee, aretheſe: 
Dowo on your Knees, and ſwear me heartily-a8s Gad ſhall judge your Soul, dye ſee, 
to marry me th morrow. {12 | 


L. Galt. To morrow ! Oh, 1 have nrgent bufineſs then. 

Sir Char. So have I. Nay Gad, an you be for the neereft way to wood, the ſober 
diſcreet way of lovipg, 1 am for yon, took ye. FH begins to undreſs, 

L. Gall. Hold, Sir, what mean you ? | 

Sir Char. Onely to go to bed, that's all. [ Still nndrefing, 

L. Gall. Hold, hold, or Il call out, 

Sir Char, Aye do, call'up a Jury of your Female Neighbours; they'll be for me, 
d'ye ſee, bring in the Bill Ignoramas, though 1 am no very true blue Protciant nei- 
ther : Therefore diſpatch, or--- 

L. Gall, Hold, are you mad ? T cannot promife you to night. 

Sir Char. Well, well, PIl be content with performance then to night, and truſt 
you for your iſe till to morrow. 


Y Sir Anth. ng. ] Ah, Rogue ! By Georgs, he outoes my expectations of 
im. | 
L. Gall. What Impoſition's this ! T']1 call for help, 
Sir Char. You need not, you &o my buſineſs better alane. { Palls ber. 
L. Gall. What ſtall 1 do ! how ſhall I ſend him hence! : [ Afde. 


Sir 4nth. He thall n&er drink {mall Beer more, that's poficive : I'll burn all's 
Books too, they have _ to ſpoil him 3 and fick or well, found or unſound, Drink- 
ing ſhall be his Diet, and Whoring his Study. [ Afide. Peeping unſeen. 

". ee ng gs RESINS hed. , "L 
s to pull off bis Breeeber, baving puti'd off almoft all the veft of bis Clother. 
L.Gall. What ſhall 1 do, bere is no Witnes neer ! And to be rid of him, Pll 


promiſe him : he'll have forgot it in his ſober Paſſion. | afide, 
, He fumbling #0 undo bis Breeeches. 
Hold, Ido ſwear I will--- | 7 
Sir Char. What? | ; | 
L. Gall. Marry you. | 
Sir Char. When ? - . 


L. Gall. Nay, that's too much..--Hold, hold, I wilt to morrxow. * 
-» Now you are ſatisf'd, you will withdraw ? 
Emter-Sir Anth. and Cloſct. h 
Sir Anth. Charles, Joy Charles, give ye Joy : here's. ywo ſubftantial Witveiies, 
Cloſe I deny it, Sir ; I heard no ſuch thing, 
Sir Anth. What, what, Mrs. Cloſet, a Waiting-woman of Honour, and flinch from 
her Evidence ! Gad, I'll damn thy Soul, if thou dareft {wear what thou fayeſt, 
L. Gall. How, upon the catch, Sir ! am} betray'd ? 
Baſe and nokind, is this your humble Love! | 
* Is att your whining come to this, falſe man ! By Heaven, Fl be 
' She goes aut in rage, with Cloſet, 
Sir Char. Nay, Gad you're caught, ſiruggle and flounder as-you pleafe, Smeethearr, 
you'll but intangkc more 3 let me alone to cickle your Gilk, ifaith, | Looking afterber, 
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--- Uncle, get ye home about your = hope you'll give me the Ge , "= | 
tothe Wiſe--- why: . 


row, as becomes me.---I ſay no mot 

Sir Anth. By George, thou'st a brave 3 why I did not think it had been in 
thee, man. Well, adicu : Il] give thee ſuch a Good morrow, Charles---the Devits 
in him!- -'Buy, Charles---a plaguie Rogue l---"Night, Boy---a Divine Youth ? 

Going and returning, as not able to leave him. Exit. 

Sir Char. Gad, Ill not leave her now, till he is mine} 
Then keep her ſo by conſtant conſummation. 
Let Man a God do. his, Pll do my part, 
In ſpight of all her fickleneſs and art ; 
There's one ſure way to fix a Widows heart. 


ACT the Fifth. 
SCiNE the Firſt. Sir Timothy's Houſe. 


Enter Dreſſwell, Fopington, and five or fix more diſguir d with Vizards, and dark 
Lnthorns. 


Fop. Ny yet! a Plague of this damn'd Widow : the. Devil ow'd him an. un- 
lucky Caſt, and has thrown it him to vight. 
, Enter Wild. in Rapture and Joy. 
---Hah, dear Tom, art thou come ? 
Vild. 1 Gaw how at her length (he lay ! 
I (aw her riſing Boſome bare! 
Fop. A Pox of her riſing Boſome : My Dear, let's dreſs and about orr buſineſs, 
Wild. Her looſe thin Robes, through which appear 
A Shape dehign'd for Love and Play | 
Dreſſ. *Sheart, Sir, is this a time for Rapture ? *tis almoſt day. 
Wild. Ah, Frank, ſuch a dear night! 
Dreſſ. A Pox of nights, Sir, think of this and the day to come 5 which I perceive 
you were too well employ'd to remember. 
- Wild. The day to come! 
Death, who cou'd be ſo dull in ſuch dear Joys, 
To think of timeto come, or ought beyond 'em ! 
And had I not been interrupted by Charles Meriwill, who getting drunk, had cou- 
rage enough to venture on an untimely Viſit,I'd had no more power of returning,than 
committing Treaſon : Burt that <onjugal Lover, who will needs be my Cuckold,* 
made we then give him way, that he might give it tne another time, and ſo unſeen 
I got'bff, But come---my diſpuile. [ Dreſſes. 
"Preſſ. All's ill and huſh, as if Nature meant to favour our defigne. P 
: Wild. 
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—_ PIt proſcribe you no bounds, or 
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bs pre And hemk ye 
I or __ Th [ have conſidered if we modeſily take nothing but the Writings, 
" wh the Thick, 
ſince "ris for the ſecuring our Necks, *tis lawful priſc.--- Sirrah, 
ho s __ here, Exeznt & into the houſe. 
Aﬀter 4 ſmall time, 


_ Enter Jervice wndreſt, crying out, Purſe 'd by ſome of the Thieves. 

Fer. Murder, Murder! 1 Thieves, Ma Murder ! 

Enter Wilding with bis $ word drawn. 

Wild. A Plague upon his Throat 3 ſet a Gag in's mouth and bind him, though 
he be my Uncle's chict Pimp.---So--- [ They bind and gag him. 
Enter Dreſſwell, 

| Dre Well, we have bound all within hearing in their Beds, ere they cou'd alarm 
their Fellows by crying out. 

Wild. "Tis well : come, follow me, like a kind Midnight-Ghoſt, I will condu@ ye 
to the rich buried hea m_—_—_ door leads to my Uncles Apartment 3 11 know each Þ 
ſecred nook contious of Treaſure. [ All go in, leaving Jervice bound on the Stage. | 

Enter Senſure ru wy I balf undveſt as from Sir Timothy's Chamber,with bis Velvet F 
coat on ber ſhowl 

Sen. Help, help! Murder! Murder! [ Dreff. Laboir, and others purſue her. 

Dreſſ. What have we here, a Female bolted from Mr. Aldermans Bcd ? ; 

Holding his Lanthorn to ber face. 

Sen. Ah mercy, Sir, alas, I ama Virgin. 

Dreſſ, A Virgin !, Gad and that may be, for any great miracles the old Gentle- 
man can do. 

Sen. Do ! alas, Sir, Iam none of the wicked. 

Dreſſ. That's well---The fanQtif'd Jilt peyieites lnnocence, yet has the Bad: of | 
her Occupation about her neck, { Palls off the Coat. 

Sen. _ misfortune, I have miſtook his Worlhips Coat for my Gown, 

A little Book drops out of ber Boſome 

Dreſ What have we here? A Sermon preacht by Richard Baxter, Divine, Gad a 
mercy, Sweetheart, thou art a hopeful Member of the true Protettant Cauſe, 7 

Sen. Alack, how the Saints may be ſcandalizd! 1 went but to tuck his Worhip| 


in. 

Dreſſ. And comment upon the Text a little, which I ſuppoſe may be increaſe and? 
multiply.---Here, gag and bind her. . LExitD 

Sen. Hold, hold, 1 am with Child ! | 

Lab.-Then you Al go neer to miſcarry of a Babe of Grace, 

Enter Wild. Fop. and others, leading in Sir Timothy in bis Night-gin ans 
bt-capt. 

Sir as, Gentlemen, why Gentlemen, I beſcech you uſe a Conſcience in whatyoo 
do, and have a-fecling of what you go about.---Pity my Age. 

Wild. Damn'd beggarly Conſcience, and needleſs Pity--- | 

Sir Tim.. Oh teartul !---But, Gentlemen, what ist you defigne? is ita g 
Maſſacar, pray, or am I the onely perſon aim'd at as a Sactitice for the Nation ** 
know, dl all the World knows, how my Plots have bcen laid agaiult my ſet 
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Wild. How, Sirrah ! TY En Won WISWTETSR 20, LES 

Sir Tim. Nay, Gentlemen, - pot but I love and orloar his H nes wit all my 
Sail 3 and if his Grace did but know'what 1 have done for him, d'ye ſe -* 

Fop. You done for the Pope, birrah | why what have you done for the Pope ? 

Sir Tim. Why, Sir, an't like ye, 1 have done you great ſervice, very great ſervice 4 
for 1 have been, d'ye ſee, in a ſmall Tyryal TI had, che cauſe and occation of invali- 
dating the Evidence to that degree, that. F ſuppoſe no Jhry in Chrittendom 'wilh ever 
have the impudence to believe em hereafter, [Mowd'they fwear againſt his Holineſs 
himſelf, and all the Conclave of Cardinals.” 

Wild. And yet you plot on till, cabal, treat, and keep'cpen debauch; for' all the 
Renegado-Torics and old Commonwealths-rnien to carry on the good Cauſe, 

Sir Tim. Alas, what ſignifics that ? * You know, Gentlemen, that 1 have ſich a 
ſtrange and natural agility in turning, ---1 ſhal! whip about yet, and leave em all in 
the lurch. | 
Wild. "Tis very likely 3 but at this time we ſhall not fake your word for that. 

Sir Tim. Bloody minded men, are you reſolv'd to afſaſhnate me then ? 

111d. You trifle, Sir. and know our buſineſs better, than to think we come to take 
your Life, which wou'd not advaptage a Dog, much leſs any Party or Perfon,---Come, 

ome, your Keys, your Keys. ., | rot or 
Fop. Aye, aye, diſcover, diſcover'your Moncy, Sir, yoor ready—- 
= Sr 7;m. Moncy, Sir! goed lack, 1s that all ? | [ Smiling on *em. 
"Why what a Ecait was I, not knowing of your coming, to put qut all my Money laſt 
week to Alderman Draw-tooth ! Alack, alack, what (hit ſhall I make now tozccom- 
modate you ?---But if you pleaſe to come again to morrow--- #2 F124 CR 

Fop. A ſhamwing Rogue z , the right Sater and” Ority! of x diffembſing Whig. 

Come, come, deliver, Sir 3 we arc fyr no Rhetorick, but teady Money, + - | 
Shs Aloud, and threatning. 

Sir Tim, Hold, I beſecch you, Gentlernen, not ſo loud :* for there is a Lord, a mott- 
conſiderable perſon and a firanger, honours my honlſe to night; 1 wou'd n for the 
world his Lord(hip ihou'd be difturb'd. 

Wild. Take rio catc for him, ke'sfaft bound; and all tris Retinne, 

Sir Tim, Row, b5une ! my Loid bound, andall his People Undone, undone, 
dilprac'd ! What will the Polanders ſay, that I ſhoud cxpole their Embaſſadous to 
this diſreſpect and affront ? . 

Wild. Birfi, him, and take away his Keys. | 

They bin4 him hand and font., and take bis Keys ont of bis bnſome. Few all, 

Sir Tim. Ayc, aye, what you plcale, Gentlemen, fince my Lord*s bound.---Oh 
what Recompence can | make for ſo unhoſpitable uſage? 1 am a moſt unfortunate 
Magilirtte --tHah, who's there, Jervice £ Alas, art thou. here too ?+ What, canſt not * 
ſpeak ? Put ris no wattex and | were dumbroo : for what Speech or Harangue wilt 
ferve to beg. my paidon of my Lord ?---And then my Heireſs, Fervice, aye, my rich 
eireſs, why (he'lt bz raviſnt,,oh Heavens, raviſht!- The young Rogues will have no 
mercy,” Fergice> nay, pcrhaps as thou fſayelt, they'll carry her away=-- Oh that 
hought ! Gad I d.rather the. City-Charter wereloft. { Enter ſome with bags of Money. 

e W hy Gentlemen, rob like Chriliians, Gentlemen. | 
| Fepe. 
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2 #. Notin the leaſt, Sir, not in the leaſt ; onely.a' Conſcience, Sir, .in all 
things does well. ---Barbar6us Rogues ! { They go ont all again, } Here's your Arbi#. 
crary .Power, Fervice ; here's the rule of the Sword now tor, you : Theſe are your 
Tory Rogues, your Tantivie Royſters /but we ſhall cry quics ' with you; | Raſcals, 
exclong : and if we dacome-tQ our old Trade of Plandtr and Sequeſtration, we will 


ſo handle ye-wc/Bi mcithtr Prices, Peers nor! Pxelate, | Oh; 1 long to have a 
ſtice ar'your fat en, yout Crape-Gown-orums. 
Gb dot 414 Enter: Wild; and the reſt, with more Bags. 


Wd. A Prize; a Prize, my Lads, in ready Guinies! Contribution, my Beloved. 

Dreſs. Nay then *tis lawful Prize, in ſ{pight of Jgtaoramus: and. all -his Tribe.--- 
Whar haſt thou'there 2 1! >/'. oF To fFopombo aters with a bag full. af Dopers. : 
-\.' Pop. A whole Bag of! Knavery,/ dartm'd',Sedition; Libels, Treaſon, Succeſhons. 
Rightsand Priviledges, with a'new-faſhion'd Oath of Abjuratipo, calld the Aſlpgigy 
tH00,-—Ah Rogue; what will you fay when theſe ſhall be made publick ? 

Sir Tim, Say, Sir? why Ill deny it, Sir; tor. what fury will believe (o wiſc a 
Magiſtrate as 1, cou'd 'communicate ſuch Secrets to ſuch as you? I'll ſay you torg'd 
"tny,-and pat em ing<or print every bne of em; and qwn'emy as long7as they: were 
writ and: pablithe ins London,:Sit.) - Come; come, the..World-is not fo. bad yer,/ but 
man may ſpeak Treaſon within the Walls of London, thanks be to God, and honel 
conſcientious Farg-men. [And asfas the 'Money, Gentlemen, take notice you rob the 


Wild. Come; come, carry off the Booty, and prithee remove that Rubbiſh of the 
Nation out of the way.---Your Servant, Sir. ---So, away with it to DrefſwelÞs Lod- 
gings, his Coach is at the, door ready tqreceive it. , _. 

They thrry off Sir Thimothy,' a&dorber's ticks 1 the Bags, and go out with "em... 
: Dreſs Well, you are ſure you have all you came for ? 
. Wild. All's ſafe, ny Lads, the Writings all--- | 

Fop.. Come, let's away then. 
| ,14. Away? what ttieanſt thon?- is there not a Lord tobe found bourld in his 
bed;and all his People ? Come, come, diſpatch, and cach man bind his fellow... - 

To. We had better follow ther Baggape, Captain. | "= | 
\'Wild. No, we have not done fo 111, but we dare ſhew our faces. Come, come, 
to binding, | 

Fop. And who ſhall bind the laſt man ? | 

Wd Honeft Laborer, dye hear, Sirrah ? you got drunk and lay in your Clothes 
thndet the Hall-tabte 3 | d'ye. conceive-me? Look 'to't, ye Raſcal; -and wi u 3 


diſcreetly, or you'll all be hang'd, that's certain, | Exxe Wild. and Drefi. 
. Fop. $03 now willI It morning; to Charlot, and give her ſuch a' chargGer of 
her Lover, as if ſhe have reſentment, makes her mine- ' | Exn;Fop. 


Sir Tim. \ cails within. | Ho, Jenkin, Roger, Simon ! where are thele Rogues ? 
None left alive tocome to my affiltance? So hoho,ho! Raſcals, Sluggards, Drones ! 
So ho, ho, ho ! ; ob] of 

Lab: Soy now's my Que---and ſtay, ] am not yetſobcr. Ma 

| Puts bimfſelf into a drankye poſture. 

Sir Tim, Dogs, Rogues, none heax me ? Fire, fixe, fire ! r MO bs 

H 2 49. 
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Lab. Water, water, I fay : for I am damnabte dry. — 

Sir. Tim.” Ha, who's there ' #4 193 2014 ' 111-9934 c 
* Lab. What doleful voice is that ? | ; +06 _ 

Sir Tim. What art thou, friend or foe ? {In & doleful tone. 


Lab. Very direful---why #hat the Devil art thou ? 
Sir Tim, If thou?rt a friend, approach, approach the wretched, 
Lab. Wretched } What art thou, Ghoſt, Hobgobling, or walking Spirit ? 


| Reeling in with's Lanthorn in's hand, 
Sir Tim. Oh, neither, neither, but meer mortal Six Timothy Treat-all, robb'd and 
bound. | Comring out led by Lab. 


Lab. How, our generous Hoſt ? 

Sir Tim. How, one of my Lords Servants ! Alas, alas, how cam'ſt thou to eſcape ? 

Lab. Ene by Miracle, Sir, by being drunk and falling aſteep under the Hall-table 
with your Worlhips Dog Tory, till juſt now a Dream of Small-beer wakt me 3 and 
crawling from my Kennel to ſecure the black” Jack, I ſtumb'ed-upon this Lanthorn, 
which 1 took for one, till Ifournd a Candle in't, which helps me to ferve your Wor- 
thip. | | Goes to unbind bis bands. 
Sir Tim. Hold, hold,/l ſay; for I fcorn to be fo uncivil to be unbound before kis 
-- Lordſhip : therefore ram, Friend, to his Honours Chamber, for he, alas, is confin'd 
00, | 
Lab. What, and- Teave'his worthy Friend m diſtreſs ? by no means, Sir. 

Sir Tim, Well then, come, let's to my Loxd, whom it I be not aſham'd to look in 
the face, I am an errant Sarazan. | [ Exit Sir Tim. and Lab. 


SCE NE changes to Wilding's Chamber. 


He diſcover'd fitting in a Chair bound fis Vallet bonnd by bim to them Sir Timothy 
and Laboir. X 


. 

Wild. Peace, Sirrah, for ſure I hear fome coming,---Vilkins, Rogues ? I care-not 
for my ſelf, but the good pious Alderman. Sir Tim. « liftening. 
R Sir Tim. Wonderful goodneſs, for me ! alas, my Lord, thjs fight will break my 

cart. Waeps. 
Wild. Sit Timothy (fe ! nay then I do forgive *em. 9 
Sir Tim. Alas, my Lord, I've heard of your rigid fate. 
Wild. Tt is my cultom, Sir, to pray an hour or two in my Chamber, before I go 

'to bed 3 and having pray's that drowſie Slave aſleep, the Thieves broke in upon us 
unawarcs, I having laid my Sword aſide. 

Sir Tim, Oh, Heavens, at his Prayers + dard Ruffians, and wou'd they not flay 
cill-you had ſaid your Prayers? 
Wild. By no per{waſion.---Can you not gueſs who they ſhou's be, Sir ? 
Sir Tim. Oh, tome damn'd Tory-rory Rogues, you may be ſure, to rob-a. man at 
his —_—_— Why what will this world come to ? 
i t us not talk, Sir, but purſue *cr., | Ing t0 go» 
Sir Tim. Purſue 'em ? alas, they're paſt our reach by this time. Lig es 
Wd. Oh, Sir, they are neerex thay you imagine : 
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-F - rn of yearhonſy FN warrant-.... . 
Ter" Thiok yelo, my ? Aye, this comes of keepin n Honſe; whict 
to many ſhut up their doors at Dinner-time. GOP 'y 3, , ; 
Y Enter Dreſſwell.. 4 & 


Dreſſ. Good morrow, Gentlemen ! what was the Devil broke looſe to night ?- 
Sir Tim, Onely ſome of his kmps, Sir, ſawcy Varlets, inſupportable Raſcals..-Bat 
well, my Lord, nay I have ſeen your Loxd(hip at liberty, 111 leave you-to your -relt 
and go'fce what harm this ory work has done. : 
ild. Thave a little buſineſs, Sir, and will take this time . to diſpatch it in ; my 
Servants ſhall to bed, though *tis already dayw---I'll wait on you at Dinner, 
Sir Tim. Your time : my Houſe and all I have is yours; and.ſo I'take my leave 
of your Lordſhip. [ Exit Sir Tin 
Wild. "Now tor my angry Maid, the young Charlot 3 | 
"Twill be a task to (often her to peace-: 
She is all new and gay, young as the Morn,” 
Bluſhing as tender Roſe-buds on their ſtalks, 
Pregnant with ſweets, for the next Sun to-raviſh.- 
= thou (halt along with me, I'll truſt thy fricnd{bip. Exennt, 


SCENE changes to Diang's Chamber. . 


She is diſcover'd dreſſing, with Betty. . 

Dian, Methinks I'm up as cazly as if I had a mind. to what Pm going todo, marry 
this old rich Coxcomb, 

Bet. And you do well to loſe no time. ; 

Dian. Ah, Betty, and cou'd thy prudence prefer an old Husband, becauſe rich, bc- 
fore {6 young, ſo-handſome, and ſo {oft a Lover as Wilding ? 

Bet." I know not that, Madam but I verily believe the way to keep your young 
Lover, hoc. to marry this old one: for what Youth and Beaury cannot purchale, 
Money and Quality may. | 

Dian. Aye, but to be oblig'd to lie with ſuch a Beaſt; aye, there's the Devil 
Betty. Ah, when I find the difference of their Embraces, | 
The ſoft dear Arms of Wilding round my neck, 

From thoſe cold feeble ones of this old Dotard; 

When I ſhall mcet, inftead of Tom's warm Kifles, 

A hollow pair of thin blue wither'd Lips, 

Trembling with Paltte, ftinking, with Dilſcaſc, 

By Age and Nature baracado'd up 

With a kind Noſe and Chin ; i 

What fancy or what thought can make my hours ſupportable ? * 

Bet. What? why fix thouſand pound a year, Miſtrifs. _ 
He'll quickly die and leave you rich, and thendo what you pleaſe. 

Dian. Dic.! n6, he's too remperate.---Sure theſe Whigs, Betty,” brlicve there's no 
Heaven, they take ſuch care to live fo long in this world.---No, hel out-live 75; 

Sigh. 

Ber, 
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Bet. In-grace a God he may be hang'd firſt, Miſtriſs.--Ha, orien 
lieve 'tis he. | [ She goes th open 
Dian, I cannot bring my heart to like this buſinels 3 1122} v cur 

One fight of my dear Tom wow'd turn the ſcale. 
Bet. Who's there ? 
Enter Sir Tim. joyfxl 3 Dian, walky away. 
Sir Tim, *Tis1, impatient 1, who with the Sun have welcom'd in the day 1 
This happy day to be inroll'd | 
In Rabrick-letters, and in Gold. 


---Hum, 1 am profoundly cloguent this mfioring. [ Aſide, 
---Fair Excellence, I approach--- [ Going towards ber. 
- Dian.. Like Phylick in a morning next one's heart ; | Aſide. 
Which though tis neceſſary, is moſt ffthy loathſome. [ Going from bin, 
Sir Tim. What, do you turn away, bright Sun of Beauty ? : | 
---Hum, I'm much upon the Suns and Days this morning, [ Afide. 
Dian. It will not down. [ Tarning to him, looks on him, and turns away. 


Sir Tim. Alas, ye Gods, amlT diſpis'd and ſcorn'd? 
Did 1 for this, ponder upon the Queſtion, . [owe 
Whether I ſhow'd be King or Alderman ? | Heroicky. 

Dian, If 1 muſt marry him, give him patience to endure the GCuckolding, good 
Heaven. Aﬀide. 45h 

Sir Tim. Heaven ! did ſhe name Heaven, Betty ? 

Bet. I think ſhe did, Sir. _ 

Sir Tim. 1 do not like that : What need has ſhe to think of - Heaven' /upon/ her 
Wedding-day ? C 

Dian, Marriage is a ſort of hanging, Sir; and T was onely making a ſhott Prayer 
before Execution. __ 
—_ Sir Tim. Oh, is that all ? Come, come, we'll let that alone till we are abed, that 

' we havencthing elſe to do. [ Taker ber bond. 

Dian. Not much. I dare ſwear. 

Sir Tim. And let us, Fair onc;haftez the Parſon ſtays : beſides, that heap of Sears 
dal may prevent us,---I mean my Nephew. | 

Dian. A Pox upon him now for nathing Wilding. | [ Weeps. 

Sir Tim. How, weep at,naming my ungracious Nephew? Nay, then I am pro- 
vokt=---Look on this Head, this wilt and reverend Head; I'd have ye know, it has 
been taken meaſure on to fit it to a Crown, d'ye ſee. | 

Dian. A Halter rather. Afide. | l 

Sir Tim. Aye, and it fits it too ; and am'l lighted, I that ſhall receive Biker Dex 
from Infantas ? *tis moſt uncivil and Impolitick. 


Dian. I hope he's mad, and then I rcign alone. { Aſide. 
Pardon me, Sir, that parting Tear I ſhed indeed at naming Filding, 
Ot whom my fooliſh heart has now tan leave, 
And from this moment is intixecly yours, Ip 
Giver him ber band, they go ont. 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to a Street. - | 
S 
Enter Charlot, led by Fopington, followed by Mrs. Clacket, 


Charl. Stay, my heaxt miſgives me I ſhall be undone. 

-» Ah, whither was I going ? -— [ Pulls her band from Fop. 

Pop. Do, ſtay till the news arrives that he is tnarried to her that had his company 
to night, my Lady Galliard. 

Charl. Qh take heed, leſt you fin doubly, Sir, 

Fop. By Heaven, *tis true, he paſt the night with her.” 

Charl. All night ?. what cou'd they hind to do ? 

F Mrs, Clack, A very proper Queſtion: I'VI warrant you they were not idle, Ma- 
am. 

Charl. Oh no3 they lookt and lov'd , and vow'd and lov'd, and ſwore eternal 
Friend(hip.---Hafte, hafte, and lead me to the Church, the Altar 3 FN put it paſt my 
power to love him mpre. 

Fop. Oh, how you charm me ! [ Tak:s ber by the band. 

Charl. Yet what art thou ? a ſtranger to my heart. | 
Wherefore, ah why, on what occaſion thou'd 1 ? 

Mrs. Clack, Acquaintance, *tis enough, 1 know him, Madam, and I hope my word - 
will be taken for a greater matter "th" City : In troth you're beholding to the Gen- 
tleman for marrying you your Reputation's gone. 

Charl. How, am I not honeſt then ? 

Mrs. Clack, Marry Heaven forbid ! But who that knows you have been a ſingle 
hour in Wil4izg's hands, that wou'd not ſwear you'd loſt your Maidenhead 7 And ? 
back again I'm ſure you dare not go unmarried 3 that wou'd be a tine Hiſtory to be 
ſung to your eternal fame in a Ballad. 

Fop. Rights and you ſce Wilding has left you for the Widow, to whom perhaps 
you'll ſhortly hear he's marricd. | | 

Ebarl. Oh, you trifle, Sir.z lead on. 

They going out, meet Sir Anthony with Muſick, : they return. 

Sir Anth. Come, come, Gentlemen, this is the Houle, and*this the window b:long- 
ing to my Ladies Bed-chamber :. Come, come, let's have ſome. neat, ſoft, brisk, lan- 
guilhing, ſprightly Air now. 

Fop, Old Mzriwill---how ſhall I paſs by him ? | Stand by, 

Sir Anth. So, here's Company tovz *tis very well--Not have the Boy ? Mil warrant- : 
this docs the bulincſs.---Come, comes {crew up your Chittcrling, [ They play 
--- Hold, hold a lictle,---Good-morrow, my Lady Galliard, 5 
--- Give your Ladythip joy. 

Charl. What do | hear, my Lady Galliard joy'd? _ 

Fop. How, married her alrcady ? 

Charl. Oh, yes he has, - Lovely and falfe, haſt thou deceiv'd ny Faith ? ' 

Mrs. Clack, Oh Heavens, Mr. Fopington, ſhe faints---ah me! 

They bold ber, Maſcch play. - 
| Enter... 
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Enter Wilding and Dreſſwell diſgnir'd as before. 


141d. Ah, 'Maſick at Galliard's door! <6 4 
Sir Anth. Good morrow, Sir Charles Meriwill ; give your Worlfiip and your fair 
Lady joy. 
IVild. Hah, Meriwill married the Widow ? 
Dref. No: matter 3 prithee advance and mind thy own affairs. 
IW4ld. Advance, and not inquire the meaning ons | 
Bid me not cat, when Appetite invites me 
Not draw,when branded with the name of Coward 3 
Nor love, when Youth and Beauty meets my cycs.---Hah !--- 
Sees Sir Chafles come into the Belconey undreſt, 
$ijr Char. Good morrow, Uncle. Gentlemen I thank ye : Here, drink the Kings 
Health, with my Royal Maſter's the Duke. {Gives "em Money. 
.Fid. Heaven bleſs your Honour, and your vertuous Bride. | 
Fop. Wilding ! undone, [Shelters Charlot that ſhe may not ſee Wilding, 
IVild. Death and the Devil, Meriwill above ? | 
.Sir Anth. Hah, the Boys Rival here ! By George, here may be breathing this 
morning.---No matter, herc's two to two z come, Gentlemen, you muſt in, 
Thruſt: the Muſick, in, and goes is. 
Drefſ.. 1-t not what you expefted ? nay, what you wilht ? 
.1Vild. What then? it comes too ſuddenly upon me--- 
Ere my laſt kiſs was cold upon her lips, | 
Before the pantings of her Breatt were laid, 
| Bais'd by her Joys with me; Oh damird deluding Woman ! 
Drefſ. Be wilc, and do not ruinc where you love. 
11d. Nay, it thou convit to reaſoning, thou haft loſt me. 
Breaks from him and runs in. 
Charl. 1 ſlay *ewas WWilding's voice, and I will follow it. 
Fop. How, Madam, wou'd you aftcr him ? 
Charl. Nay, torce me not : By Heaven I'll cry a Rape, 
Unleſs you let me go.---Not after him ! 
Yes to thiinfegnal Snades.--- Unkand me, Sir. : 
Fop. How, Madan, have you then delign'd my ruine ? 


Ws. + 


Charl. Oh, truit me, Sir, 1am a Maid of Honour. [ Rans in after Wild, 
Mrs, Glack, S9 3 a Murrain of your Projects, we're all undone now : For my pair 
Fil en'c after her, and deny to have any hand in the buſineſs. [ Goes in. 


Fop. Damn all Wl l.ck, was ever man thus Fortune-bit, that he ſhou'd croſs my 
hopes jult in the nick ? ---Fut ſhall 1 loſe her thus? No Gad, I'll after her 3 and 


come the worlt, | have an Impudence (hall out-face a Middleſex- Jury, and-out-ſwear 
a Liſcovcrcr, [ Goes ins 
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SCENE changes to a Chamber. 


Enter Lady Galliard prrſived by Sir Charles; and Footmax. 


' L. Gall. Sirrah, run to my Lord Mayors and require ſome of his Officers to affift 
me inſtantly 3 and d'ye hear, Raſcal, bar up my doors, and let none of his mad Crew 
enter. [To the Footman who is going. 

Sir Char. Wiliam, you may ſtay, William. . 

L Gall. 1 fay, obey me, Sirrah. 

Sir Char. Sirrah, 1 fay--know your Lord and Maſter. 

Will. 1 (hall, Si | Goes ont. 

L. Gall. Was ever woman teaz'd thus ? purſue me not. 

Sir Char. You are miliaken, Pm diſobedient grown, 

Since we became one Family ; and when I've us'd you thus a week or two, you will 
grow weary of this pcevilh tooling, 

L. Gall. Malicious thing, I wo'not, I am reſolv'd Ill tirethee out meerly in ſpight 
to have the better of thee, 

Sir Char.. Gad I'm as reſolv'd as you, dnd do your wort : 

For I'm refolv'd never to quit thy houſe. 

L. Gall. But Malice, there are Officers, Magiſtrates th" City, that will not ſee me 
usd thus, and will be here anon. we 

Sir Char. Magi'rates! why they (hall be welcome, if they be honeſt and loyal; if - 
not, they may be hang'd in Heavens good time. 

L. Gall. Are you rcfolv'd to be thus obſtinate ? 

Fully reſolv'd to make this way your Conqueſt ? 

"us Char, Moſt certainly, PIl keep you honeſt to your word, my Dear, I've Wit» 
neſs--- 

L. Gall. You will? 

F Sir Char. You'll find it fo. 
| L. Gall. Then know, if thou dareft marry me, I will ſo plague thee, be ſo xeveng'd 
for all thoſe tricks thou'fſt playd me--- 
---Doſt thou not dread the Vengeance Wives can take ? 

Sir Char, Not at all: Ill eruit thy ſtock of Beauty with thy Wit. 

L. Gall. Death, I will cuckold thee. 

Sir Char. Why then I ſhall be free o'th* Reverend City. 

L. Gall. Then I will game without ceſſation, till ve undone thee. 

Sir Char, Do, that all the Fops of empty heads and pockets, may know where to 
be ſure of a Cully 3 and may they rook ye till ye loſe, and fret, and chafe, and rail 
thole youthful Eyes to finking 3 watch your fair Face to pale and withered lean» 
nels. 
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L.'Gall. Then I will never tet thee bed with me, but when 1I pleaſe. NM 
Sir Char. For that, ſcewho'll petition firſt, and then I'll change for new ones every 
night. oi 
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| Enter William. 

" Will. Madam, here's Mr. Wilding at the door, and will not bedeni 
L. Gall. Hah, ilding ! Oh my eternal ſhame! now thou haſt-done 
Sir Char, Now for a [truggle *twixt your Love and Honour. 

---Yes, here's the Bar toall my ___ 
You wou'd be left to the wide World and Love, 

To Infamy, to Scandal, and to Wilding 5 

But I have coomuch Honour in my | 

To let you looſe to Ruine : Conſider and be wile. 

L. Gall. Oh, he has touche my heart too ſenſibly, [ Aſide, 

Sir Anth. [ within.) As far as good Manners goes I'm yours 3 
But when you preſs indecently to Ladies Chambers, civil 
Queſtions ought to be askt, I take it, Sir. # ; 

L. Gall, To find him here, will make him mad with Jealoulic, and in the fit he'll 
atter all he knows 3. Oh, Guile, what art thou ? [ Aſide, 

Emter Sir Anth. Wild. and Drefl. 

Dreſſ. Prithee, dear Wilding, moderate thy Paſſion, 

Wild. By Heaven, Twill ; ſhe ſhall not have the pleaſure to ſee I am concem'd. 
---Morrow, Widow 3 you are carly up, you mean to«thrive I ſee, . you're like a Mill 
that grinds with every Wind. "Ori 

Sir Char. Hah, Wilding this, that paſt laſt night at Sir Timothy's for a man of Qua- 
lity ? Oh,give him way, Wilding's my Friend, my Dear, and now I'm ſure I have 

the advantage of him in thy love. 1 can forgive a haſty word or two. 
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Wild. 1 thank thee, Charles=-What, you are married then ? ! 
L. Gall. I hope you've no exception to my choice. ro, 
F- 1d. Falſe woman, doſt thou glory in thy perhdy ? . [ Tober aſide angrily. 
--» Yes, Faith, I've many exceptions to him--- __ [Alardk 
Had you lov'd me, you'd pitcht upon a Blockhead, 4 


Some ſpruce gay tool of Fortune, and no more, 

Who would have taken ſo much: care of his own ill-favour'd 

Perſon, he ſhou'd have had no time to have minded yours, 

But left it to- the care of ſome fond longing Lover. 
L. Gall. Death, he will tcll him all ! [fe Oh, you arc merry, Sir, 
Wild. No, but thou art wonderous falſe, 


Falſe as the Love and Joys you fcign'd laſt night. [In a ſoft tone afide to ber. 
L. Gall. Oh, Sir, be tender of thoſe treacherous minutcs, [Seftl to him. 
.--If this be all you have ta ſay to me--- [Walking away, and peaking; 


Wild. Faith, Madam, you have us'd me ſcurvily, 
To marry and not give me notice. 
---Curſe on thee, did 1 onely. blow the Fire 


To warm another Lover ? [ To ber ſoft 
L. Gall. Perjur'd---was't not by your advice T marry'd ? 'P 
-»»Oh where was.then your Love ? Softly ja bini aſides . 
Wild. So {oon did I] adviſe, * ! PYW, hd 
Didſt thou invite me to the Feaſt of Love, k 
To ſnatch away my Joys as ſaon as taltcd ; 


Ab 
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then your Modeſty and ſenſe of Honour? - [ Afide to ber in a low tore. 


ye, where indeed, when you ſo quickly vanqurtht ? [ Soft. 
LE nod arc come prepar'd to rail, [ Aloud.” * 
No, 'twas with thee to make my laſt effort againſt your ſcorn. : 
Shews ber the Writings. 


And this I hop'd, when all my Vows and Love, 

When all my Languiſhments cou'd nought prevail, 

Had made ye mine for ever, [ Aloud. 
Enter Sir Anthony pulling in Sir Timothy and Diana. 

Sir Anth. "Morrow, Charles, "Morrow to your Ladyſhip: Charles, bid Sir Timothy 
welcome; I met him Juckily at the door, and am reſolv'd none of my Friends fhall 
= _ joytul day without giving thee Joy, Charles, and drinking my Ladies 

calth. 

Wild. Hah, my Uncle heredſo early? «© | [ Aſides 

SirTim.What has your Ladyſhip ſerv'd me ſo? How finely I had been mumpt n6w, 
if I had not took heart a grace and ſhew'd your Ladyſhip trick for trick : for I have 
been this morning about ſome ſuch buſineſs of Life too, Gentlemen 3 I am married 
to this fair Lady, the Daughter and Heireſs of Six Nicholas Gettall, Knight and Alder- 
man. \ 

IWWild. Hah, marricd to Diana ! 

How fickle is the Faith of common women ? [ Aſide, 

Sir Tim. Hum, Who's here, my Lord? What, I ſee your Lordſhip has found the 
way already to the fair Ladies but I hope your Lordſhip will do my Wedding-din- 
ner the honour to grace it with your preſence. 

Wild. 1 (hall not fail, Sir. 

A Pox upon him, hell diſcover all. [ Aſide, 

L. Gall. 1 muſt own, Sir Timothy, you have made the better choice. 

Sir Tim. I cou'd not helamy deſtiny z Marriages are made in Heaven, you know, 
= Eter Charlot weeping, and Clacket. 

Charl. Stavd off, and "let me looſe as are my Griefs, which can no more be bouns 
ded : Oh let me fare the perjur'd,falſe, forſworn ! 

L Gall. Fair Creature, who is't that you ſeek with ſo much ſorrow ? 

Charl. Thou, thou fatally fair Inchantreſs. [ Weepfe 

Wild. Charlot ! Nay then I amdiſcover'd. 

L. Gall. Alas, what wou'dſt thou ? 

Charl. That which 1 cannot have, thy faithleſs Husband, 

Be judge, ye everlaſting Powers of Love, 
Whether he more belongs to her or me. t : 

Sir Anth. How, my Nephew claim'd ? Why how now, Sirrah,have you been dab» 

te ? - 

Sir Ghar, By Heaven, I know her not.---Heark ye, Widow, this is ſomne trick of 
yours,*and *rwas well laid : and Gad, fhe's ſo pretty, cou'd find in my heart to take 
her at her word. "SH 

L. Gall: Vile man, this will not —_ fallhood off. : 


Sure *tis forme Art to make me jealous of him, 
To find how much I value him, 


.. 
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- $ir Char. Death, I'llhave the forgery out 3 ; "I 
»-=Tell me, thou pretty weeping Hypocrite, who was it ſet thee on te 

' me? 45 8 _—_ _ 
Charl. To you! _ _— = 4 = _ this moment I never faw yt | 

L. Gall. Mad as the Seas when all the Winds are raging, - I, 

Sir Tim. Aye, ayc, Madam, ſtark mad ! Poor Soul--.Neighbour,pray let het lie i 
dark, d'yc hear. : 

53 Cher How came you, pretty one, to loſe your Wits thus ? 

Charl. With loving, Sir, ſtrongly, with too much loving. 

---Will you not let me ſee the lovely falſe one ? FTo L. Gall. 
For lam told you have his heart in keeping, 
L. Gall. Who is he ? pray deſcribe him. 
Charl. A thing juſt like a Man, or rather Angel / 
He fpeaks, and looks, and loves, like any God / _ 
All fine and gay, all manly, and all {weet : 
And-when he {wears he loves, you wou'd ſwear too 
That all his Oaths were true, ' . 

Sir Anth. Who is fhe ? ſore one who knows her and is wiſer, ſpeak--you, Mi- 
firils. [ To Clacket. 

Mrs. Clack. Since I muſt ſpeak, there comes the man of Miſchict : 

---"Tis you 1 mean, for all your lcaring, Sir. [ To Wild. 
Wild. So. 

Sir Tim. What, my Lord ! 

Mrs. Clack, 1 never knew your Nephew wasa Lord : Has his Honour made him 
forget his Honeſty ? [ Charl. runs and catches bim in her Arms. 

Charl. Thave thee, and I'll dic thus graſping thee : 

Thou art my own, no Power ſhall take thee from me, 
IWild.. Never, thou trueſt of thy Sex, and deareſt, 
Thou ſoft, thou kind, thou conſtant Sufferer, 
This moment end thy fears; for I am thine. 
Charl. May I believe thou art not married then 7 
Wild. How can I, when I'm yours ? 
How cou'd I, wherrl love thee more than Life? 
---Now, Madam, Fm reveng 'd on all your ſcorn. To L. Gall 
-» And, Uncle, all yourtruelty, 

Sir Tim. Why, what are you indeed my Nephew, Thomas ? A - 

» Yd. lam Tom Wilding, Sir, that once bore fome ſuch Title, till you diſcarded 
me, and left me tolive upon my Wits. 

Sir Tim, What, and are you no Poliſh Embaſſadour then incognito ? 

Wild. No, Sir, nor you no King Ele&t, but muſt &en remain as you were ever; 
Sir, a molt ſeditious peſtilent old-Knave 3 one that deludes the Rabble with your Po- 
liticks, then leave'em to be hang'd, as they deſerve, for Gtly mutinous Rebels. 

Str Tim. Il peach the Rogue, and theo he'll be hang'd- in cousſe, becauſe he's # 
Tory. One comfort is, Lhave couzen'd him of his rich Heireſs 3 for Fam married, 
Sir, to Mrs. Charlot. | 

Wild. Rather Diana, Sir 1 wiſtt-you Joy : Sce here's Charlot,! Lwas not ſuch a 
Fool ta trult ſuch Bleflings with the Wicked. Ka 
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7 Heireſs - or, Sir Timothy Treat-all. 61 
14 | ww, Mrs. Dy Ladytfd! This is an excellent way of diſpofing an old' 

= . 
| : | ha ndlriedy Strqmpct then ? . 
Dian. dm give your Nephew$ Miſtnis, Sir, too coarfe a name : *Tis true, Llowd 
wit oneF-him;ard was tructo him. d. . 

$i Tim. Undone, undone ! I ſhall ne'r make Grildhall-{peech more 3; but he ſhall 
hang for't, if there be ere; a Witneſs to be had between this and Salamancha for 
Money. 

Wild. Do your worſt, Sir > Witneſſes are out of faſhion now, Sir, thanks to your 
Ignoramus Juries. : 

Sir Tim. Then I'm refolv'd to diſ-inherit him, 

Wild. See, Sir, that's paſt your skill too, thanks to my laſt nights Ingenuity : 
theyre | ſhews bimthe Wriings\ Gen'd, feaPd, and deliver'd in the preſente of, ee. _ 

Sir Tim. Bcar Witneſs, *twas he that robbyd me laſt night. 

Sir Anth. We bear Witneſs, Sir, we know of no fuch matter we. Ithank you for: 
that, Sir, wou'd you make Witneſſes of Gentlemen ? 

Sir Tim. No matter for that, It have him hang 'd, nay drawn and quarter'd. 

Wild. What, for obeying yoar Commands, and living cn my Wits ? 

Sir Anth. Nay, then *tis a cleer caſe you can neither hang him nor blame him; 

Wild. I Il propoſe faitly.now, if you'l! be genetoas and pardon all : I'll render you 
Eſtate _ during Lite, and put the Writings in'Sir Anthony Meriwils and Six Charley» 
his hands.--- 
I havea Fortune here that will maintain me, 
Without {o much as wiſhing for your death, 

All. This is but Reaſon. 

Sir Char. With this Proviſo, that he makes notuſe on't to promote any miſchief 
to the King and-Government, og 


All. Good and juſt, ; : [ Sir Tim. panſor 
Sir Tim. Hum, I'd as good quietly agree to't, as lole my Credit by making anoiſe.. 
-- Well, Tom, 1 pardon all, and will be Friends, | Gives him bis hands 


Sir Char. Sce, my dear Creature, even this hard old man is mollif'd at laſt into- 
good nature 3 yer you'll ſtill be cruel, 

L. Gall. No, your unwearicd Love at laſt has vanquiſht me. Here, be as happy as- 
a Wite can make ye---One laſt look more, and then---be gone fond Love. 

Sighing and locking on Wilding, giving Sir Charles bex band. 

Sir Char. Come, Sir, you mutt receive Diana too z ſhe is a cheerful witty Girl, and 
handſome, one that will be a Comfort to your Age, and bring no ſcandal homes 
Live peaceab'y, and do not trouble your decrepid Age with bulineſs of State... 
Let all things in their own due order move, 
Let Ceſar be the Kingdoms care and love: 
Let the Hot-headcd Matineers perition, 
And meddle in the Rights of Juli Succeſſion 3 
But may all honeſt hearts as ove agree 
To bleſs the King, and Royal Albanie. 
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Written'by a Perſon of Quality. 
' SPOKEN by Mrs. BoTELEx. 


Y Part, I fear, will take with but a few, 
A rich young Heireſs to her fir} Love true ! 
"Tis danm'd unnatural, and pat enduring, 

Again$t the fundamental Laws of Whoring. 
Marrying's the Mask, which Modeſty aſſures, & 
Helps to get new, and covers old Amonrs ; 

And Husband founds ſo dull to a Town-Bride, 

Ton now-a-days condemn him ere he's try'd; 

.Ere in bis Office he's confirm'd Poſſeſſor, 

Like Trincaloes you chuſe him a Sugceſſor, 

In the gay ſpring of Love, when free from doubts, 
TVith early ſhoots his Velwet Forehead ſprouts. 
Like a poor Parſon bound to hard Indentures, 
You make bim pay his Firſt-fruits ere he enters. 
But for ſhort Carnivals of ſtoln good Cheer, 
Toure after forc'd to keep Lent all the Tear ; 
Till brought at laſt to a ftarvinos Nuns condition, 
Tou break ito our Quarters for Proviſion : 
Inwade Fop-cornzr with your glaring Beauties, 
And tice our Loyal Subjects from their Duties. 
Pray, Ladies, trave that Province to our care ; 

A Fool 3s the Fee-(rple of a Player, 


In which we Women claim a double ſhare. 


SPILOGUE. 


+ bings the Men are Rulers made ; 
| 


-— Bieatching Woodcocks 3s our proper Trade. 
F y Stage-Fops they a poor Living get, 
We'can grow rich, thanks to our Mother IWit, 
By the more natural Blockbeads in the Pit. \ 
Take then the Wits, and all their uſeleſi Prattles ; 
But as for Fools, they are our Goods and Chattels. 
Return, Ingrates, to your firs# Haunt the Stage ; 
We taught your Tonth, and help'd your feeble Age. 
What #s't you ſee in Quality we want ? 
What can they give you which we cannot grant ? 
We have their Pride, their Frolicks, and their Paint. 
We feel the ſame Touth dancing in our Blood ; 
Onr dreſs as gay----All underneath as good. 
Mo$t men have found us hitherto more true, 
And, if we're not abus d by ſome of you, ; 
ere full as PL, as wholeſone too. 
But if at be$t onr hopeful Sport and Trade 1s, 
And nothing now will ſerve you but great Ladies ; 
May queſtion d Marriages your Fortune be, 
And Lawyers drain your Pockets more than we : 
May Tudges puzzle a char Caſe with Laws, 
'And Muſquetoon at laft decide the Cauſe. 


